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Frank Interlandi’s July 23, 1976, Below Olympus editorial cartoon commemorated the July 20, 1976, Viking 1 Mars landing with an imaginary “first” photo: Ray Bradbury’s mailbox, already placed on the Red Planet. Reprinted by permission of Mia Interlandi-Ferreira. © 1976 by the Los Angeles Times.
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From “Remembrance”


	I came upon an oak where once when I was twelve

	I had climbed up and screamed for Skip to get me down.

	It was a thousand miles to earth. I shut my eyes and yelled.

	My brother, richly compelled to mirth, gave shouts of laughter

	And scaled up to rescue me.

	“What were you doing there?” he said.

	I did not tell. Rather drop me dead.

	But I was there to place a note within a squirrel nest

	On which I’d written some old secret thing now long forgot.

	Now in the green ravine of middle years I stood

	Beneath that tree. Why, why, I thought, my God,

	It’s not so high. Why did I shriek?

	It can’t be more than fifteen feet above. I’ll climb it handily.

	And did.

	And squatted like an aging ape alone and thanking God

	That no one saw this ancient man at antics

	Clutched grotesquely to the bole.

	But then, ah God, what awe.

	The squirrel’s hole and long-lost nest were there.

	I put my hand into the nest. I dug my fingers deep.

	Nothing. And still more nothing. Yet digging further

	I brought forth:

	The note.

	Like mothwings neatly powdered on themselves, and folded close

	It had survived. No rains had touched, no sunlight bleached

	Its stuff. It lay upon my palm. I knew its look:

	Ruled paper from an old Sioux Indian Head scribble writing book.

	What, what, oh, what had I put there in words

	So many years ago?

	I opened it. For now I had to know.

	I opened it, and wept. I clung then to the tree

	And let the tears flow out and down my chin.

	
Dear boy, strange child, who must have known the years

	And reckoned time and smelled sweet death from flowers

	In the far churchyard.

	It was a message to the future, to myself.

	Knowing one day I must arrive, come, seek, return.

	From the young one to the old. From the me that was small

	And fresh to the me that was large and no longer new.

	What did it say that made me weep?

	I remember you.

	I remember you.








Introduction THE GREAT WIDE WORLD OF LETTERS


“The first words. They formed themselves slowly on the incredible paper.”

One of the most heartbreaking tales that Ray Bradbury ever wrote was his 1952 story of Cora, a farm wife born and raised so far out in the Missouri hills that she and her husband had never learned to read or write. Now gray-haired and resigned to her circumscribed life, she lives for the summer days when her nephew Benjy will come from far away to visit. This year the boy has a wooden pencil balanced above one ear, a pad of paper, and his reading copy of a battered science fiction pulp magazine full of advertisements. He can write letters for her, and soon product catalogs, informational brochures, and then precious personal letters begin to arrive from the great wide world beyond the hills. Cora means to have Benjy teach her to write, but each day the enchantment of the strange marks he makes on the incredible paper, and the magic of touching and looking at the colorful letters that come in response, distracts her from this goal. Benjy reads her the mail, but soon he must leave and return home. The indecipherable catalogs and letters come less frequently, and finally they fail to come at all.

There is far more to this story than a summary paragraph can reveal, but Ray Bradbury’s remarkable life in letters suggests that Cora’s “The Great Wide World Over There” represents a reality that he could imagine with great power, but one that he could never have endured. Remembrance: Selected Correspondence of Ray Bradbury offers a first pass at the least-known aspect of Bradbury’s wide-ranging writing passions. To his unusual gifts as a writer whose enduring fictions and life observations radiated out into stage, film, and television, a writer whose muse explored life through poetry, essays, and interviews, one must add his ability to express his hopes and his fears, his insights and his biases, and finally his great love of life through thousands of letters, almost always written for an audience of one.

Through these letters, we catch glimpses of his long life illuminated by intervals of sunlight in what has largely been darkness. Bradbury was one of the most popular authors of our time, and exemplars of his letters show up occasionally in publications and in the virtual world of online auctions; however, the selection of letters in this volume offers the first sustained look at his inner life from his late teens to his ninth decade. Bradbury’s correspondence was far-reaching—he interacted with a rich cross section of twentieth-century cultural figures, writers, film directors, editors, and many people leading private lives who simply wanted insights or encouragement from a writer who had enriched them through his stories and books. The letters selected for this volume can only begin to show the broader tapestry of Ray Bradbury’s complicated life, but the organization of the volume into categories of correspondents gives a sense of his progression through life as he knew it, and not necessarily as the public perceived him.

Letters to and from the mentors and influencers of his early decades constitute the first section of Remembrance. These correspondents include genre writers like Henry Kuttner, Robert A. Heinlein, Jack Williamson, Theodore Sturgeon, Leigh Brackett, and Edmond Hamilton—writers who sent him on, with blessings, to move into more prominent fields of writing than they themselves had wished to explore. But these mentors knew the broader range of art and literature, and Bradbury’s letters occasionally reveal a naive but intense desire to discover the great masters and their influences.

His correspondence with these more experienced hands soon revealed that he cared nothing for genre labels and hated the concept of slanting his writing to maximize income from any of the genre markets. He did slant on occasion, for these markets held even the most experienced and popular writers captive by the limited pay scale that the genre pulps could offer. Bradbury started out making a half cent per word and soon settled in at a penny a word for Weird Tales, where he achieved his first success during and just after the war years. But even here he was at a disadvantage, for he never really gave his editors the traditional kind of weirds or formula fantasies that they desired.

Julius Schwartz, his New York pulp market agent during the early and mid-1940s, sometimes had to brace him up: “Where’s your next Weird yarn—and don’t forget horror, not arty or child stuff.” But Schwartz was a good negotiator as well, and the editors at Weird Tales and the various detective pulps kept buying, sometimes against their better judgment, his off-trail stories, unconventional horror, and improbable child’s fantasies. Success in the science fiction pulps soon followed, even though science fiction was often only an armature upon which he could build stories centered on the complexities of the human heart. Bradbury had a unique approach to storytelling, and during World War II, writing in a downtown Los Angeles tenement office by day and in his father’s Venice Beach garage by night, he was slowly developing a poetic and metaphor-rich style. He was learning to write about what he knew best in life—the inner world of the child, and the way that world shapes the adult.

As he matured, he would often reveal more discerning discoveries and insights in his correspondence with new mentors—mainstream writers and cultural figures from a wider world. He often shared with them what he was learning about authorship and fame, and how he was beginning to blur the distinctions between popular art and fine art, and between genre fiction and mainstream literature. His letters became more and more insightful, but they never lost the spontaneous joy and sense of wonderment of the young writer who became Ray Bradbury. The second section, “Midcentury Mentors,” focuses on such wide-ranging mentors as the Renaissance art historian Bernard Berenson, the British expatriate writer and philosopher Gerald Heard, and the Pulitzer Prize–winning poet Robert Hillyer.

The third section of letters, “Emerging Writers,” illuminates significant moments with the younger writers he would influence or inspire in the same informal way that he had experienced during and after the war years. These younger writers include Charles Beaumont, Richard Matheson, Richard Bach, and Stephen King, who was already a prominent writer when he asked Bradbury to discuss the origins of Something Wicked This Way Comes. In section four, “Literary Contemporaries,” various mainstream writers and cultural figures respond to his work and his emerging place in postwar literature, including Gore Vidal, Jessamyn West, Somerset Maugham, Faith Baldwin, Anaïs Nin, Carl Sandburg, Graham Greene, poet Helen Bevington, and screenwriter Thomas Steinbeck, who penned one of Bradbury’s most cherished letters—an account of the abiding appreciation that his father, Nobel laureate John Steinbeck, had felt for Bradbury’s gift as a storyteller. The filmmakers that believed in him, yet who did not always agree with him, come next in section five; they include John Huston, François Truffaut, and Federico Fellini. Sections six and seven focus on Bradbury’s interactions with the editors and publishing executives he encountered throughout his career, and literary agents like Don Congdon, whose sixty-year tenure guided Bradbury’s negotiations with the fast-paced world of postwar entertainment and publishing in America and abroad.

Bradbury usually went his own way as a cultural visionary, at times antagonizing both the far left and the far right, and these encounters, great and small, are represented in the eighth section of letters, “War and Intolerance.” It includes his personal views on the midcentury climate of fear in America, the nuclear brinksmanship of the Cuban Missile Crisis, and his heartfelt grief concerning President Kennedy’s assassination. Section nine, “Recognition,” recovers the accounts of leaders, including three United States presidents, who recognized his achievements. Sections ten and eleven of the Selected Correspondence showcase Bradbury’s more personal interactions with friends he cherished, and the working-class Midwestern parents who loved the young writer far more than they ever understood his talents. The twelfth and final section, “Reflections,” contains the most ephemeral correspondence of all—the reflective notes he wrote to himself, loose sheets buried here and there in his papers that capture rare interior monologues about himself and the world around him. Each section opens with a passage selected from his letters that provides a context and atmosphere for the correspondence gathered within.

Even his personal letters often focus on the creative projects of the moment, or the work of the younger writers he mentored. Where possible, Bradbury’s letters are framed by letters from his correspondents that enrich our understanding of the dynamics at play across his personal and professional letter writing. In essence, though, Selected Correspondence reveals a writer who, for the most part, focused on the things he knew best—the hopes and fears, the dreams and nightmares, the loves and hates that rise from childhood and stay with us throughout our lives. He was a writer who felt that if you speak true things about ideas and emotions, you already have an innate style as a writer. Bradbury expressed that style through poetic prose illuminated by the metaphors that welled up from he knew not where. At their best, his letters trigger joy and fascination in the reading. At times his commentaries succumb to self-consciousness and even ego, but his letters almost always tell a story.

Many of these letters are spontaneous reflections of past memories or present experiences freshly felt, but others are veiled by the various masks that Bradbury occasionally pulled up when discussing his creations with editors and filmmakers involved in mediating his work for the reading or viewing public. He felt fiercely proud of his stories and books, and he was often at odds with those who wished to alter his stories and screenplays. Some of his letters document the private side of his fight to break through the ever-present mainstream critical bias against science fiction and fantasy literature; others offer a counterbalancing sense of renewal that sprang from his firsthand encounters with art, architecture, and the giant machines of the Space Age.

Serious discussions of writer’s block, tied to the larger but less tangible terror of writing novel-length fiction, inform key letters to and from his agent Don Congdon and his longtime Doubleday editor, Walter Bradbury. The short story was his true medium, and it was only natural for him to transform cycles of stories into two of his most enduring works—The Martian Chronicles and Dandelion Wine. The contents of the Chronicles were constantly shifting in his mind, leading him to eventually refashion this book into variant forms that remain in print today. The smoother structure of Dandelion Wine, torn from the larger problematic concept of his Illinois novel, would take more than a decade to emerge from that original novel. Letters in this volume also show an aging writer periodically looking back at the young writer he once was, reliving the memories that had once channeled his creativity in mysterious and unpredictable ways.

In July 1976, as the Viking 1 lander touched down on Mars, Frank Interlandi’s widely circulating newspaper cartoon offered an imagined image of Viking’s first photograph of the Martian surface—a bare horizon revealing a solitary mailbox with Ray Bradbury’s name on it. Indeed, Bradbury’s long and influential career as a storyteller and Space Age visionary ensured that many of his letters would survive. They exist in presidential libraries, in the deposits of major publishing houses, in institutional archives and private collections, and in the homes of countless individuals who wrote to tell him how much they loved his work, receiving a note of encouragement or wisdom in return. Many are known and documented, but the search will go on for decades.

In the end, we are spared the fate of Bradbury’s Cora as she cries, “What’s going on in that world out there, oh, I’ll never know, I’ll never know now”:


And at last the day came when the wind blew the mailbox over. In the mornings again, Cora would stand at the open door of her cabin, brushing her gray hair with a slow brush, not speaking, looking at the hills. And in all the years that followed she never passed the fallen mailbox without stooping aimlessly to fumble inside and take her hand out with nothing in it before she wandered on again into the fields.



The great wide world that Ray Bradbury discovered shaped his life and inspired the literature that forms his far-reaching cultural legacy in the twenty-first century. The letters selected for this volume—silent messengers from the past, preserved but largely unseen until now—allow us to witness his world through his eyes and the eyes of some who helped him shape it. Turn the pages and enter this world, reported with more fact than fiction, but unmistakably a Bradbury world of imagination, nonetheless.

—JONATHAN R. ELLER






A Note on Presentation

Ray Bradbury was a prolific correspondent. He prided himself on writing fiction (or adaptations of his fiction) nearly every day of his career, but the ever-increasing count of his known letters indicates that hardly a day passed where he was not deeply engaged in letter writing as well. The goal of this volume is to present as wide a range of his correspondence as possible in a single volume, and that endeavor at times required abridgement to capture the essential points of a letter unobscured by sidebar issues. Bradbury’s growing maturity as a correspondent remains evident throughout the volume—there are moments of high and low humor, moments of strong emotion and quiet reflection, always presented here with the intention of illuminating his remarkable life without sensationalizing it.

Ellipsis points set in square brackets within the text of a letter represent points of abridgement for this volume; unbracketed ellipses are those of the author of the letter, made to indicate a pause or transition without the elimination of any text.

Bradbury only rarely indented paragraphs in his letters, but this distinction is a purely physical aspect of his writing and conveys no meaning. All running text paragraphs in the present volume are indented for clarity of presentation.

To avoid confusion, Bradbury’s habit of placing titles in all capital letters is modified to reflect standard practice (quotation marks for poetry, essays, and short stories; italics for novels, published plays, and book-length poetry). Titles are also regularized where needed for his correspondents. Distracting spelling errors, such as those caused by typewriter misstrikes, are corrected, but care has been taken to preserve the author’s stylistic preferences and eccentricities.

Dates are presented without modification, with one exception: missing dates, or missing portions of a date, are supplied within square brackets.

Heading information, such as addresses, are retained in the letters. Printed letterhead descriptions appear within the calendar entry for the letter at the end of the volume. The calendar entry for each letter provides a basic physical description of the letter and its source or repository.






I have just read two books by an American “scientifiction” author called Ray Bradbury. Most of that genre is abysmally bad, a mere transference of ordinary gangster or pirate fiction to the sidereal stage, and a transference which does harm not good. Bigness in itself is of no imaginative value: the defence of a “galactic” empire is less interesting than the defence of a little walled town like Troy. But Bradbury has real invention and even knows something about prose. I recommend his Silver Locusts.1

—C. S. Lewis to Nathan Comfort Starr, February 3, 1953








1 MENTORS AND INFLUENCERS The Early Years



I sort of miss the old pulp days, to be perfectly honest. I wasn’t making anything, but I was learning and times were a bit more adventurous.

—Bradbury to Leigh Brackett and Edmond Hamilton, June 25, 1951








EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS

The creator of Tarzan, Pellucidar, and John Carter of Mars was not a direct Bradbury mentor, but the adventure novels of Edgar Rice Burroughs (1875–1950) were a great inspiration for a young boy in Waukegan who roller-skated downtown to buy his father’s weekend newspapers and their precious cargo of Tarzan comic strip adaptations. He continued to read Burroughs after his family moved to Los Angeles, and during his senior year in high school he began working on the publications of the local Science Fiction League chapter of fans and writers. Bradbury’s letter inviting Burroughs to one of the league’s bimonthly meetings survives, offering a sense of some of the writers the chapter had managed to bring in from time to time. Burroughs declined, citing a reluctance to speak in front of audiences, but Bradbury never lost his appreciation of the possibilities that Burroughs opened up to his own emerging imagination: “You must close part of your mature mind,” he later observed, “to appreciate his wonders.”


[November 1937]

Edgar Rice Burroughs

c/ of E. R. Burroughs Inc.

Tarzana, Calif.

Dear Mr. Burroughs:

Here in Los Angeles is located what we think is one of the most active branches of the Science Fiction League in America. We have our own magazine that we put out monthly and we have a fine record of famous people attending our meetings. It is a highly informal affair and we usually have about twenty members present. Since you are the most famous fiction writer in your type of story we have often wished to have a chance to meet you and talk things over with you. We have had many great writers from Astounding Stories come up and visit, most recently, Dr. Keller,1 writer of hundreds of stories.

We hope that it won’t be asking too much of you that if at any time in the future you are in Los Angeles you could drop in and see us at the Brown Room in Clifton’s Cafeteria on the second floor some Thursday evening. We have our meetings every two weeks on Thursday and if you could write me ahead of time when you are coming I would be glad to fix up a special meeting to fit your plans.

Hoping to find you well

I remain

Ray Bradbury

1619 So. St. Andrews Place.

Los Angeles, Calif






November 15, 1937

Mr. Ray Bradbury,

1619 So. St. Andrews Place,

Los Angeles, California.

My dear Mr. Bradbury:

I have to acknowledge, with thanks, your invitation to meet with the Los Angeles Branch of the Science Fiction League some Thursday evening.

Unfortunately, Thursday is the one evening in the week upon which it is almost impossible for me to depend for outside engagements. However, if at any time in the future, I find that I shall be free on Thursday, I shall be glad to let you know.

Again thanking you for the invitation, I am,

Very truly yours,

Edgar Rice Burroughs





Bradbury often observed that one should never be afraid to ask for something, especially if the wish were close to the heart. He apparently wrote a more determined note to Burroughs offering a more flexible window of time for the proposed LASFL visit. This led Burroughs to be candid with Bradbury while maintaining the appreciative tone that he felt toward his seventeen-year-old correspondent and the fans of the LASFL chapter.


November 22, 1937

Mr. Ray Bradbury,

1619 So. St. Andrews Place,

Los Angeles, California.

My dear Mr. Bradbury:

Now you have really put me on a spot and compelled me to explain to you that I never appear or speak in public, if there is any possible way in which it can be avoided.

I hope that you understand that it is not due to any lack of desire to co-operate with you and that I fully appreciate, and am grateful for having been honored by the invitation.

With all good wishes, I am,

Very sincerely yours,

Edgar Rice Burroughs







ROBERT A. HEINLEIN

Twenty-year-old Ray Bradbury already knew Robert Anson Heinlein (1907–1988) from Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society meetings, and in 1940 Heinlein helped Bradbury place his first unpaid professional stories (little more than humorous anecdotes) in the pages of Rob Wagner’s Script magazine. Heinlein’s Naval Academy education and experiences had informed his rise to prominence in the pages of Astounding; following his wartime work in naval research and development on the East Coast, Heinlein would return to full-time writing and become a major force in defining postwar science fiction in America.

During the summer of 1940 Heinlein was in Chicago, and Bradbury wrote to continue some of the discussions begun in the “bull sessions” at Heinlein’s home “on the hill” at Laurel Canyon. This letter remains unlocated, but Heinlein’s answer has survived in Bradbury’s papers, and it provides a sense of their relationship before the war years interrupted Heinlein’s influence on his younger friend.


6104 Woodlawn

Chicago, Ill.

August 9, 1940

Dear Ray,

I am afraid that this will be a pretty skeletonized answer to your long and delightful letter. I let mail accumulate while completing a long (46,000 word) item, and am now too far behind to catch up properly. Let’s look forward to another long, leisurely bull session on the hill sometime in September.

I don’t know whether we will be at the convention or not. Reinsberg2 tells me that you are coming—I hope so—but I may be forced by other matters to leave here sooner.

I have every intention of enclosing the dime for FuFa.3 Look and see if I did it.

I’m not going to say anything about the war or politics. Those are matters more suited to a bull session. The whole business is depressing any way you look at it.

I hope that you are still keeping at your writing, and that you will have some more manuscripts that I can read when we get back. You are on the right track, I am sure.

We are leaving here for a few days (mail address unchanged) to visit Doctor Smith and his wife in Michigan.4 After that, probably very soon after that, we will be trekking for good ol’ Southern California, God’s Country, hooray—and I can lick the guy who says I don’t mean it, at least I can with my brother’s help.

Till then, best,

Bob

Bob Heinlein









JACK WILLIAMSON

John Stewart (Jack) Williamson (1908–2006) moved to Los Angeles in 1940, and Bradbury was amazed that this well-known writer from the New Mexico highlands was willing to read and critique his stories. Williamson had broken into the genre pulps in 1928 and would continue to be a significant influence in genre fiction for the rest of his long life, winning Hugo and Nebula awards well past the age of ninety. In 1976, Williamson would become the second Grand Master named by the Science Fiction Writers of America; a dozen years later, Bradbury himself would become the tenth. When Williamson went home to New Mexico for a time in the spring of 1941, Bradbury wrote with updates on his writing fortunes just months before selling his first science fiction tale.


April 23, 1941

3054 ½ W. 12th Street

Los Angeles, Cal.

Dear Jack:

During a lull between stories I looked about myself and muttered, “Undeniably, there is something askew.” […]

Williamson was gone and had been gone for weeks. The niche which he filled in the hodge-podge whirlpool of life in L.A. was vacuumed clean and Jack had hied himself off to squat over a steaming typewriter in lonely N.M.

This state of affairs is fast becoming unendurable. What can Bradbury do on afternoons when he has finished a story and wishes friendly banter, a bit of criticism, an understanding ear […] What are the Heinleins to do without that tall, easy-walking New Mexican. What will we all do? […]

My detective story “On the Nose,” the yarn about the criminal and the garbage truck, has been rejected by Munsey, Thrilling, Street and Smith and is now under submission at Popular’s Black Mask. Nuts!5

Sent my dinosaur story to Pohl. No report. Tremaine rejected “The Hunt” and I sent it to Wollheim. Story rejected my story “The Well” and I sent it to Harper’s. Wollheim rejected my story “Levers,” I chopped four thousand words out of it and submitted it to Pohl, along with “Double Talk.” Hornig rejected “Double Talk” because it was too good for his mag. Honest. Said I was writing over the heads of his public, which is puerile. Wollheim didn’t like “Double Talk” at all, he has no sense of humor. But Horning almost split a gut laffing at it.6 Ah, well, these editors. […]

I just rifled my files and took one million words out and burned them up. I checked thru them all carefully, to make sure I didn’t destroy anything valuable. Most of it was inane description, no plot, no idea. It hampered me, so I destroyed it. Still have another million words lying here staring me in the face. […]

Not much other news. I stay home so much it isn’t funny. Never go anywhere in the morning, always home typing, which is good. I manage to turn out at least a thousand words a day. I’m not saying this is finished copy, but at least I make that many marks on paper.

Don’t get to shows at all anymore. And, if I do, I patronize the dime shows. Money, money, money. Olympic Blvd. still looks like a disgruntled potato patch, damn it! They’ll never get it done.7

Guess it’s time for me to buzz off, Jack.

Gosh, fella, you better come back to L.A. soon or we’ll come down there and get you!

Sincerely,

Still an amateur hack,

Your friend,

Ray









HENRY HASSE

Bradbury’s ability to sell off-trail but successful weird fantasies and detective fiction developed during the war years, while he was still finding his own science-fictional voice and original storylines. For a time, he collaborated with Henry Hasse (1913–1977), whose 1935 novella He Who Shrank became a historical marker for pre–Golden Age science fiction.

By 1939 the Seattle-based Hasse was corresponding with Bradbury and contributing to issues of Bradbury’s Futuria Fantasia fanzine. Hasse came to Los Angeles in December 1940 and began to work on five of Bradbury’s science fiction stories that were in need of narrative refinement. Three eventually reached print, including a rewrite of Bradbury’s amateur tale “Pendulum” (Super Science Stories, November 1941), his first paid professional sale. Bradbury’s subsequent letters to Hasse reflected an author in the making, focused as much on comic adventures with their mutual fan-friends as on the world of science fiction publishing. Wartime delays in publication masked the fact that their collaborations were relatively short-lived; by late 1941, Bradbury was already making his own way as a maturing writer.


August 2nd [1942]

3054 ½ W. 12th Street.

Los Angeles. Calif.

Dear Hank:

Nice to hear from you again; your position seems to be agreeing with you in Washington8—how does one get such a position and what does one have to do???????

How do you find time to write? And if you do write, where do you find room? I thot that conditions in Wash. were supposedly impossible. Rumor says that the neatest thing procurable is an upholstered sewer with hot and cold running politicians. Anyway, I’m certainly pleased you and Reiss9 are getting along so lovey-dovey.

Firstly, allow me to get my good news off my chest. During the month of July I made three sales. First, I sold “The Candle” to Weird Tales, it will probably be out in September or November, don’t know which issue.10 Then, two weeks later, Campbell sent me a check for my short-short “Eat, Drink, and Be Wary” which appeared in the Astounding with the American flag on the cover… twenty bucks for three hours work, yah man!! (as I recall, you once predicted I would sell junior11 before you would… here’s hoping you can nick him soon)…

Lastly, a week ago, I sold a five thousand worder to Thrilling Wonder, which makes my third sale there, including “Gabriel’s Horn,” “The Piper” and this new one “Promotion to Satellite,” which is a honey. Julie thot it my best.12

I’m working on a twenty thousand worder slanted for Astounding and it is the damnedest job I’ve ever tackled.13 But it certainly will pay off if it hits. I’ve done a few love stories and I have a contact in New York now with a woman agent who handles stories to the slicks. I am being referred to her by Virginia Perdue who writes mystery novels for the Doubleday Doran Crime Club series, friend of the Heinleins I met last fall.14

Now, as to your requests.

If you had kept in contact with Julie you would know by now that Ray Palmer wants “Final Victim” for Amazing. He has instructed Julie to resubmit the story in the autumn, which isn’t far off, explaining that he won’t be given his fall budget allowance until then, and therefore he can’t buy it now. He has also told Rocklin and Charlie Tanner15 to resubmit material for sale, and I think it looks legitimate and almost certain. For further information, I suggest you contact Julie… I think it would pay to sell to Palmer and get ourselves in his good graces… it would mean a new market for both of us… and possibly future sales… even for such a story as “City of Intangibles” if Reiss doesn’t take it.

Anyway, I’m sending you “City of Intangibles.” I always have liked the basic idea of this one.

Rewrite it on the sixty-forty basis (60-40) we discussed earlier this year… if you make remarkable changes. But if the changes are really infinitesimal, which they probably won’t be, now that I look at this piece of cheese, I shall expect the regular split. Anyway, make the changes, sixty-forty, and give me a by-line and I’ll be happy…

OH, YES—one more thing ** in case they have too many of your stories on hand at Reiss and want to change your name, this action, of course, won’t affect my by-line at all… the by-lines will read, for instance:



	“The City of Intangibles”

	 

	“The City of Intangibles”




	by

	 

	by




	Hatzell Glinkh

	or

	R. Finkle Smootze




	and

	 

	and




	Ray Bradbury

	 

	(guess who?)





We’ll keep “Final Victim” on ice until Palmer buys it, or rejects it. Then, if he bounces it, which is doubtful, I’ll whip it to you and you can sixty-forty it to Reiss. I’m certainly glad you wrote, I’ve been wanting to do something about “City of Intangibles” for a long time.

I’ve been ushering at the Bowl this summer and just concluded seeing the Ballet Russe… one of the most entrancing experiences in my remembrances. Particularly liked Rouge et Noir and Gaîté Parisienne.

Who do I see at the Biltmore about ushering???16 Arsenic and Old Lace is showing…

Does Julie handle any of your stuff any more? Or is your love for him dormant.

Belated congrats on your marriage, I hope it helps you in your writing.

Drop me a card and tell me where in hell to get in contact with Hannes.17 Also all the other news.

Write soon, telling me what you think of all this.

Pleasant thoughts,

Ray






New address: 670 Venice Blvd.,

Venice, California.

Dec. 194218

Dear Henry:

A bit late, perhaps, but still—a Happy new year to you and the wife. I’ve talked with Mrs. Finn19 lately and she says you two are happy, and I’m glad to hear it. I hope you have time to write stories with your Washington job, but as I recall from your last letter you were quite in love with your work and not over-taxed for strength. You and Reiss certainly get along fine. Brackett, Rocklynne and Hasse seem to be the steadiest contributors Reiss has. Almost sold him a yarn myself a few weeks back: Peacock20 okayed it, but Reiss put the squelch on the deal because the yarn was a little too off-trail. Hell. Well, try again.

Briefly, my luck has turned up in the last few months. Two stories in Weird already, one in the current issue which I think you’ll enjoy—“The Wind.” And a third one coming up soon.21 Outside of that I have placed a yarn with Norton and several new stories with Margulies.22 Wonder when “Gab’s Horn” comes out? Indications are that I’ll sell to Campbell again soon, and Palmer is supposed to kick through in a few days with a check or two.23 So things don’t look too badly.

L.A. is beginning to resemble a haunted city. Only science-fictioneers around town are women and 4-F’s like Freehafer, Yerke and Bradbury, not to count Joquel and a few others.24 Nice to see Finn back. Haven’t been to many meetings lately.

The latest Planet Stories brings back dear memories to me. DePina and Hasse. God, it was a long time ago you two were hopping on that story together. And that ending: “a deep, singing quiet, too deep for tears” that you’ve used in several stories.25 Bless you, Henry. The good old days, walking in Westlake Park, talking. We used to talk and walk a helluva lot and I still remember it pleasantly. Walk until two in the morning, and get picked up by the cops who thought we were burglars. Remember the night in Pershing Square when we were eating crackers, and the two plain clothes men stopped us and searched us and we answered questions, meanwhile cramming our mouths with soda wafers and spluttering crumbs in their faces, and finally wound up offering them some crackers? I laugh every time I think about it.26 We had a lot of fun before the World and Fate and a lot of other things got around to splitting us and shoving us to the furthest ends of a continent.

What ever happened to “City of Intangibles”?27 I talked to Finn about it, and she said you were just getting around to rewriting it when she left Washington. True? Or have you already had it rejected by Reiss? I’d like to know how it turned out. I’d enjoy hitting Planet very much.

Brackett and Kuttner have been a great help to me of late. Kuttner sent me an eight page critique on a story slanted for Campbell which I hope to have finished in a few weeks, and Brackett has been teaching me how to put “guts” in my story.28 She’s a wonder.

How is your housing problem? Do you have to sleep in a closet with the war correspondents, or do you have a bath-tub all to yourself? Washington sounds dazedly hectic to me. I’d like to come back that way next year, oops—I mean this year—if money, draft board and such permit.

My draft board has deferred me until June or July. After that—I’m praying. With guys like Ackerman and Hoffman going, I can’t last long.

Have you read Rocket to the Morgue?29 They say the murdered man might be Yerke? Who knows?

What’s new from Hannes? Haven’t written him in sooooo long. His Unknown novel was fair; too much description and not a damned mite of story.30 I got tired about page forty and quit. His short stories are good, and I looked forward eagerly to the novel, but it disappointed me. Well, he’ll learn. I look to see his next novel five times as good. It certainly was luck his selling that yarn. I bet it paid his board and room for the next year and a half.

I saw the Ballet this year. First time in my life. Saw every single performance. Favorites? Rodeo, Gaîté Parisienne, The Snow Maiden, Rouge et Noir, and, though trite, Scheherazade. And the others of course, in varying shades of approval and delight. The new Ballet Theatre arrives here in February for ten days and it’s a sure bet for good entertainment.

Well—time to go. Have a heavy job of writing to do. Best of luck to you in your writing this year, and will you please write soon, Henry. I’d like to know what’s been going on back there. Thanks.

Until next time, then,

Your friend,

Ray

P.S. Just got a letter from Julie and I have placed a third story with Norton!31








HENRY KUTTNER

The versatile and prolific genre author Henry Kuttner (1915–1958) was perhaps Bradbury’s most influential mentor during the World War II period. Kuttner’s initial success in Weird Tales rapidly expanded into the science fiction and fantasy pulps prior to World War II. He was well-read, apolitical, and evenhanded in his dealings with writers across these genres, and he had a solid understanding of both the genre and mainstream publishing worlds. In 1940, his marriage to the gifted writer C. L. Moore (1911–1987) led to a seamless collaborative dynamic in much of his subsequent work, veiled effectively by the Kuttner-Moore use of many individual and joint pseudonyms. Moore’s views also surface in very subtle ways through Kuttner’s letters to Bradbury.


December 21, 1944

15 Pinecrest Dr.

Hastings-on-Hudson, N. Y.

Dear Ray:

Your letter, and the tequila, arrived together, yesterday. I was delighted to see that the tequila wasn’t the ersatz rotgut from Cuba, but the genuine Mexican mescal. There’s all the difference in the world between the two, but I stupidly forgot to qualify the matter previously. Your liquor dealer apparently knows what good tequila is. I have purchased lemons, and your health will be drunk. You may be in jail by now, of course, if the postal authorities have caught up with you, but I’ll smuggle a file to you in a chocolate cake. My liquor dealer said that alcoholic stuff could be sent by express, and I cannot help but feel that something is wrong with this country. You have done halcyon service, however, and I feel slightly guilty about letting you in for such a hell of a job. Not too guilty, though, for the exercise is undoubtedly good for your fat little figure. If you should want a few Rockettes, or some cocaine, from New York, just let me know. I am especially pleased with the fact that the stuff masqueraded as bubble bath cologne. That has a mad, eerie note that puts the finishing touch on the whole fantastic affair. I confess that I was tempted yesterday to send you a wire saying, “I have just gone on the wagon,” but I was sure it would drive you mad, so I didn’t. I am at present recuperating from a binge in Rochester; Virgil Finlay got a pre-embarkation furlough, and we spent several days with him and his wife in Rochester—getting snowed in in the worst snowfall in 38 years.

I ain’t read none of your stories lately.

Interested in what you say about DePina. I’d noticed a similarity in one of his recent Planet tales to Kat’s “Judgment Night,” and I am glad you confirm my judgment. Some day when I feel nasty I’ll drop in on Peacock32 and ask him what the hell that bastard DePina means by plagiarizing Kat’s material. I’ll let you know what happens. Guys who write letters praising themselves and decrying other writers deserve a kick in the groin, anyway. It is the hall-mark of the amateur—and the bastard. Me—I will never decry another writer’s story to an editor, though I can and do praise ’em. I remember once De Camp sent a post-card to me, via Leo, pointing out an error in history I’d made in a Startling novel.33 It was the post-card business that griped me. But I do not like De Camp anyway, so . .…

Murray Leinster (Will Jenkins) is, I gather, putting together a book of imaginative, fantastic and off-trail stories gathered entirely from the pulps. I forget the publisher, but it’s a good one. An anthology, of course. Dunno whose stories he’ll pick, but you might cross your fingers. Mine are crossed already. Incidentally, I rather gather that if Derleth publishes one’s work in an Arkham House collection, he takes 50% of all future reprint rights. Don’t quote me, as I didn’t get it directly from Derleth—but it is certainly something I’m going to investigate before I close any deal with him. […]

Kat says thanks and she’s glad you liked “No Woman Born.” She says she read a book on ballet. We are not as yet balletomaniacs, but are considering it. Got tickets tomorrow night for Dali’s surrealistic ballet, The Mad Tristram. The reviews sounded fascinating. Tristram dying on a mad brain with white worms crooning lullabies. We shall see.

I shall look up the Chandler Atlantic article.34 I do not like Huxley, though. Thought Time Must Have a Stop was awful. But Forever Amber was worse. Still, the worst book of all time was The Robe. And The Love Letters disappointed me. But I picked up Virgil Partch’s little book of cartoons, and it’s very fine. A little troubling, however.

Heigh-ho. Why don’t you tackle a detective novel? I hear the markets are very, very wide open. I’m still trying to get at my various novels, but buying a house involves entirely unexpected expenses, and I must knock out a batch of pulp first. A couple of months at most should see me clear, however. As for trips west, I doubt if it’ll be until spring. I finally discovered why the furnace wasn’t heating the house. It seems that the radiators should be filled with hot water, and it’s necessary to twist a tiny valve and let the air out, so the water can come in. Once I’d done that, the temperature rose sharply from 30 to 80. Science, bah.

It will be a white Christmas here, It snew [sic] a great deal. Pleasant. It’s stimulating weather.… Just picked up a Rousseau reproduction. Sleeping Gypsy, for four bucks. Do you know Rousseau’s work? American primitive, like Max Ernst—exotic jungle nightmare stuff.35… New movies that look good, but that haven’t hit town yet, are Farewell, My Lovely, and The House on Half-Moon Street (?), with Nils Asther.36

And that seems to be all, pro tem.

Merry Christmas. meu rapaz,

Hank






Christmas Day, 1944—

Dear Hank,

The check received, and you are entirely welcome. The file in the chocolate cake will not be necessary. In the future I’ll be warned concerning types of tequila; Cuban or Mexican I haven’t acquired a taste for it, but perhaps as I grow mellower…?

Thinking back, I realize that I didn’t say half enough about my real feelings concerning “No Woman Born.” I particularly want to point out one scene which I believe is the damndest nicest bit of drama I’ve read in any of Cat’s yarns, bar none.37 It’s the scene of Deirdre’s introduction to the American public, in which the curtains part mistily one by one, she descends the steps, she dances, she goes back up the steps, and then—God Allmighty!—she laughs! That laughter. That’s what got me. I think it was wonderful! Only Cat would have thought of that. It was a priceless touch. I still get chills up my spine when I think of it. And as for the rest of the story, I honestly believe there’s plenty of room ahead for a sequel. I don’t know, of course, whether Cat contemplates one. In some ways, it might be best, leaving the yarn with its present, fine ending. But in other ways my curiosity is aroused to a high, interested pitch. Deirdre is really a character unto herself. I was surprised to hear that Cat had “read a book” on the ballet. Her descriptions of the dance were far better than stuff I’ve read on the dance by accomplished balletomaniacs.38 Incidentally, that Dali ballet sounds fascinating, I hope it gets out here next year. Which group was it, The Ballet Theatre or the Russe Covey?39

I’ve just finished reading Huxley’s Time Must Have a Stop and I am heartened to hear that you acclaim it awful. I was frankly nonplussed with the thing. I got a snort out of your mentioning The Robe. The Robe was given to me for my birthday in August. I made a face, hastened down to the book store a number of weeks later, when nobody was looking, and traded in the book for Time Must Have a Stop, which, it turns out, was simply jumping from the frying pan into the Gaseous Vertebrate.40 In reading the Huxley blurb on the frontispiece I wondered how in hell he could accomplish the transition from Sebastian the boy into Sebastian the man in three hundred pages. He didn’t. The abrupt transition in the last chapter, from boy to man, was quite a jolt for me, anyway, and the book did not convince me of a darn thing. At first I attributed the failure to myself and my way of thinking. Recalling Fadiman’s article and his saying that it had taken him sometimes as much as twenty years to read and appreciate certain books, I immediately wondered if perhaps I shouldn’t wait a year or so and try Time Must Have a Stop again. But now that you make unkind remarks concerning it, my doubts are confirmed. I’d like your opinion on the metaphysical aspects of the book. I couldn’t get head nor tail from them, though here or there there were certain remarks made which I could nod my head over and silently affirm. But, on the whole, I found nothing in the book to clutch or believe in, because, like most guys who try writing, I’m honestly looking for some philosophy which correlates the old religiosity with the newer precepts of science. Perhaps this is impossible. But I’ve grown out of my atheism (age fifteen to twenty) and I’ve yet to find a religion that measures up to what I think a religion should be. Perhaps you or Cat have evolved some philosophy that might be of interest to me, or you may have read some good books on the subject you might recommend.

“Before I Wake,” by Henry Kuttner, was, I might say at this point, a very pleasant little yarn.41 I detect a reaction in the yarn to the idealistic brats of Bradbury. Such sentences as the following: “—Pete might have let his father crush the toad, but somehow he didn’t, though he was no kinder than the average boy—” were read thoughtfully. I shall learn from Papa Kuttner and be far wickeder in the future…

If you read the Saturday Review of Lit., you probably glimpsed the article recently which tromped all over Franz Werfel for his recent metaphysical journeys.42 At a time when the world needs straight, clean, hard thinking, Werfel insists upon stomping around, muddying up the waters with a lot of poppycock. The article observed how “Religiosity” like a disease, seems to attack middle-aged authors, even Somerset Maugham, whose mind has generally been pretty lucid. The advent of so many books on religion is disturbing at this time because it leads man away from his real, factual, scientific problems. A picture like The Song of Bernadette, for instance, which harps on miracles and encourages superstition at a time when a lot of it should be junked, is really dangerous, I believe. There’s too much lazy thinking in the world now. Faith isn’t enough to solve our problems, though it may help. Naturally it’ll help to Believe in peace, but as Dewey points out (I’ve read one chapter of Dewey, so I can afford to toss him in here to impress you) the trouble with our civilization is separation of means from end.43 We talk a hell of a lot about peace, but when a problem arises which we can handle objectively, our beautiful ideas are not set in operation. […]

I’ve had a helluva swell time during the past year discovering all kinds of art forms in my relaxation periods.44 I’ve worked up a good liking for Van Gogh’s paintings. I used to detest them. I’ve come to understand some of, but not all, Picasso’s work, though I think his latest work (in Life magazine) stinks. I’ve done some water colors, sculptured some strange little modernistic men and women in clay, designed some interesting plates and painted their motifs in underglaze, my interest in ballet has increased, naturally, I get a kick out of Rachmaninoff (listen to his Variations on a Theme of Paganini, played by himself) or Prokofiev or Shostakovich. All in all, I’m trying to give myself a liberal education in politics, psychology and art. I’ve often wondered whether attending college would help my writing, but, from what I read, more good talent is broken in short story classes, than is ever made. Don’t know if I ever asked you or not, but have you read Lajos Egri’s book How to Write a Play? I don’t mind confessing that its simple, basic, resilient rules of dramatic and dynamic law have helped me many times in the past. He only points a direction and seems not to constrict one with irrational diagrams and rules and numbers and charts. He points out the simple realities of character, conflict and theme very successfully. I’d like to know your opinion of him. This is Christmas day and I’ve been given Brave New World (by the way, do you dislike all of Huxley, or did you like this book?) and Cluny Brown by Margery Sharp, which should be a nice change from the super-morbid fare I’ve been at recently. Your comment on Forever Amber was correct. I read the first three pages and put it back on the shelf. Virgil Partch is quite a nice genius. His drawings are inspiring, especially that one of the guy in the bathtub with the tidal wave. […] I’m not familiar with Rousseau, but I’ll look him up. Any other good classics you might suggest would be welcome. I’m not at all familiar with most of the writers before 1920, so you see I have a helluva lot to catch up on.

[…] Interested, very interested, though, in hearing about Leinster’s anthology.45 I wish there were some way for an author to (subtly) suggest his stories for such a book. I’m crossing my fingers. I hope he reads Weird Tales and all the rest. If you hear anything more concerning it, will you please drop me the news?

I was surprised to hear about Derleth taking fifty percent of all future reprint rights on stories used in the Arkham books. When you find out more about it, I’d like to know about it, too. […]

Oh, yeah, next time you’re in a record store, ask to hear The Lonesome Train. Norman Corwin produced it. Earl Robinson wrote it. Decca Records. Burl Ives singing, full chorus, orchestra. Wonderful! You’ll want to own it.

Yours for fewer DePinas,

Happy New Year!

Ray

P.S. Okay, so I can’t stop, but it occurred to me the other p.m. that it was pretty interesting that at the beginning of this century a remarkable thing was happening; the writers of the U.S. were getting away from romanticism into realism, but, simultaneously, the painters of the world were getting away from realism into impressionism, surrealism and such. Two art forms moving in divergent orbits. Or perhaps moving in the same direction, but one slower than the other, art started first toward impressionism, and the impressionistic writers followed at a much later date. Sorta interestin’, huh? I wonder if anything has been written correlating the two?

’Bye.






March 5, 1945.

Dear Ray:

Things have been screwed up here as usual. Your travelogue letter was safely received, read with much interest, and the suggestions acted upon.46 […] Spring and autumn are the pleasant times in the east, and therefore we’ll postpone the Mexican trip either till hot summer or cold winter—depending on how hot it gets around July. Since we are back in the groove as far as writing goes, we don’t want to interrupt the program, though a vacation would be pleasant now. Still and all, this is the country—the Hudson River flows broadly below, with only a few ice-cakes on it, the melting snow reveals a horrible-looking yard full of tattered brown leaves, through which green stuff peeps shyly; and I have got the furnace’s shoulders to the mat at last. Not that I don’t have my worries. A squirrel comes and sits on the windowsill and criticizes my work, and blinding headaches have resulted in the welcome news that I need new glasses—my old ones were from an army prescription, written by an army doctor who was a great fool. However, my new lenses should be ready tomorrow. I’m going to find out about contact lenses. If I can get ’em, I can paint ’em blue and commit murder with impunity. Impunity (Lester L.) is a homicidal philologist who lives in Squalor, New Jersey, and a fine, good man he is, too. Where the hell was I?

I have had quite an arduous program—had to watch my health, buy this house, furnish it, and make dough at the same time. Not too easy. I think I have it licked now, though. Finished a Startling last week—but it took me a month to write. Am starting on a Planet yarn I promised Peacock months ago. Peacock’s a pleasant chap, I think he was once a fan; anyhow, he’s still a bit wide-eyed. Oh—you’ll be interested in this. Remember your remarks that DePina was—shall we say?—influenced by Kat’s work? I’d noticed that too, notably a re-written lift from the Cyrille sequences of “Judgment Night.” I talked it over with Peacock, and learn that DePina, a western boy, is very much of a screwball, if not actively psychopathic. He has delusions of grandeur, curses editors when they reject his stuff, and (I believe) is pretty old. Ah, well. Did W. Scott take the collab you did with Leigh? I’d be surprised if he didn’t.47

Well. As for the Arkham House books—I have more information now. August W. (for William) tells me that his contract is the usual one, approved by the Author’s Guild; it’s true that he requires 50% of reprint rights; but on radio, movie, etc., rights, he takes no cut unless he’s agented the stuff. In that case, 10%. Aside from that 50% reprint business, the contract is, I think, fair. And that 50% angle is for the writer to decide. I’m still undecided. It would depend, I think, on what material I gave him. The old WT Gothic stuff—okay. The Padgett stuff—I doubt it, for I think I might sell it as a collection to some other house. Our contract with Messner’s demands a percentage of pocketbook rights, movie rights, etc., so Arkham House isn’t chiseling without precedent. Your idea about withholding material for Child’s Garden of Terror sounds practical.48 My experience seems to indicate that such an anthology—for either Bradbury or Kuttner—would be damned hard to sell unless we’d a book out first—a novel. That guy who wrote The Great Fog and Others. Previously he’d done A Taste for Honey and a couple of other whodunits.49

Henry Holt published de Camp’s books; I know they like fantasy. Try them? But I do think getting a novel out first is a desideratum. (Good word that. I’ll use it again. Desideratum. There.) Have you any ideas on tackling novels? Incidentally, I got another letter from Collier’s last week asking for stuff; why not try a kid story—a non-weird—with them? They’re unusually wide open. As for the Jenkins anthology, I’ve heard nothing. As for Gillings, it takes months for letters to go to and from him.

Here’s a possibility: you might write a number of publishers, stating that you have had published in magazines a group of fantasies and weird stories, with the child angle—and also some mystery-detective tales from that angle, like that lovely about the gal in the attic trunk—and would they be interested in taking a look at them for consideration as a collection. The Author and Journalist runs a list of book publishers twice a year; the library has it. Or look over the book sections of the papers and see what publishers are advertising largely. From the response you get, you’ll be able to see how the wind blows. When I was with D’Orsay,50 I know we used to do that—query publishers and/or editors when we had something unusual on hand. We seldom did, though.

You might try it that way. I doubt if Ann Watkins or any non-fee agent would want to handle the material unless you already had a nibble. A novel would be another matter, of course.

Julie told me you had a yarn up with Campbell; did he take it? Curious: Campbell is extremely sentimental, but he prides himself on not being sentimental; on having no emotions whatsoever. Whenever I do a Padgett story, I put on a Van Dyke, pince-nez, and look like Woodrow Wilson. I think Padgett resembles Wilson; a pedantic, sneering bastard, who teaches psychology at N.Y.U. We hate him. Lawrence O’Donnell, on the other hand, is a frowsy-headed Irishman—a professional Irishman—who seldom gets a haircut and who gets drunk and blathers loudly. Keith Hammond is a dreamy-eyed, thin person, much underweight; Paul Edmonds is an ex-reporter who looks like Pat O’Brien. Pseudonyms fascinate me.… As for selling to Campbell, however, I think it’s partly bluff, partly underwriting. Ever notice that the general policy of his stories is, “See how smart I am? If you don’t understand what I’m talking about, you’re a great fool.” There is also the matter of gadgets; but I will not write about gadgets, like most of his writers—partly because I’m no scientist, partly because I hate gadgets. I think Campbell believes I’m an expert psychologist. I use long words like empathy and deistic. Though what they mean I shall never know. One disadvantage of writing much for Campbell is that it’s apt to spoil you for other markets; you specialize too much. Luckily I can write about what I want for him—no gadgets, by God!—but if he tried to make me follow a formula, I’d quit. If I want to write formula, I can do it for Leo, and get praise too.… My eyes are paining me. I must rest ’em.

Thanks again for the Mexico dope,51 which we are saving for later use. Kat says hi; I say

Pff-f-f-t!

Hank





Kuttner’s advice on how to approach the major market publishing houses and magazines was a big factor in Bradbury’s submission and sale of four mainstream magazine stories during the spring and summer of 1945. As these stories began to reach print in 1945 and early 1946, Kuttner sensed that Bradbury no longer needed the close attention of a mentor. When Bradbury sent him tear sheets from the November 1945 issue of Mademoiselle for his story “Invisible Boy,” Kuttner used this milestone as an opportunity to bless his work and his future in the gruff tones that Bradbury had come to appreciate over the years.


Jan 15 1946

Dear Ray

“Invisible Boy” is chiefly interesting to me as part of a pattern rather than for itself. You haven’t settled down as yet, and are experimenting, which I think is fine. You’ve broken away from formula, while still using parts of it when you need it, and you’re putting in effective emotional stuff too. One criticism I could make is that you’re playing around too much with weird/tricky dialect and unusual ways of saying what you mean, but I won’t make that criticism because I don’t think it’s a valid one, especially at this point. A whole novel told in an over-elaborated style might easily go haywire—for my chips, Jesse Stuart’s long stuff stinks—but Dos Passos, Steinbeck, etc., use a variety of styles in a novel, depending on what fits into the sequence. Right now I think you’re smart in varying far away from the norm, while you make like a pendulum in your search for the right medium. Remember that it’s easy to criticize formula but it is not easy to criticize the intangibles of distinctive writing. But “Invisible Boy” certainly confirms my idea that you will be a damned good writer, if you don’t fall into the yawning pitfalls. You’ll have recognized some of them already. In your search for distinctive style, you may get so precious that you’ll obscure the sense and leave out the guts of the story. That hasn’t come yet, and I trust won’t. A good novelist should have something to say, and he should say it in the best possible manner for him. “Invisible Boy” doesn’t have enough to say, I suppose, but it does not pretend to be a novel. It says enough for its length and treatment. It is a competent job, and most interesting to me, as I say, as a straw in the wind.

I still don’t know if you have anything to say. The only way to find out is to try. I’m anxious to see a novel of yours. You’re using the tools well. Now, damn it, use them on something worthwhile. Don’t wait too long about it. A writer should keep moving on to harder and harder jobs; he has got to work on jobs that make him work to the limit of his capabilities, or he’s not a good writer.

I’ve told you often before to take criticism selectively. Anyway, I have no specific criticism this time. Just a pat on the back and the hope that you’re working on something harder now. Nice going. I’m mailing the tear sheets back to you; you may want an extra file copy. They’re useful.

Am lining up the schedule so I can get into town for a week. Can’t tell when yet. I’m still not back to my regular writing level, but California is giving us what we need. Especially mental relaxation. God, yes! That’s something apparently non-existent in the east—especially for a Californian.

Remember about that book. Write it.

Hank





Henry Kuttner’s sudden death in early 1958 stunned Bradbury, less because it was unexpected than because he had to come to terms with losing his most intense and enigmatic mentor from the early years of his career. Quiet, apolitical, and a great observer of human nature, Kuttner and his wife, author C. L. Moore, had slowly withdrawn into a contented world of literary collaboration and a midlife pursuit of college degrees. Bradbury, unable to decipher the friendship that peeked out between the lines of Kuttner’s mentoring wartime letters, was never sure if Kuttner even liked him, and this long note to Don Congdon begins the process of working through his impressions of a writer’s life.


Bradbury

10750 Clarkson Rd.

Los Angeles 64, Cal.

February 7, 1958

Dear Don,

I heard from Chuck Beaumont and Bill Nolan the other day that someone had already wired you about Henry Kuttner’s death. If someone hadn’t telephoned me last Tuesday night I wouldn’t have known of the death or the funeral Wednesday. There was nothing, absolutely nothing, in any newspaper here, all week long. Henry has vanished without a trace; a terrible and ironic thing to happen to one of the most talented and one of the most considerate people I have ever known.

I went to the funeral Wednesday remembering twenty years of meetings, on and off, with Hank. I met him in my last year at high-school. We had both had the same short story teacher at L.A. High, Hank about four years previously.52 When I met Hank, he was already established in Weird Tales and Wonder Stories and he encouraged me steadily, at the science-fiction meetings held every Thursday night in Clifton’s Cafeteria in downtown L.A. The encouragement continued for four years, until I sold my first story to Super Science.53 After that, he re-doubled his interest in my stories, and often came by the house, on his way across town, to give me criticism. He was my best and most consistent teacher. He laid down the law to me, told me that if I ever wrote a purple passage again he’d throw me downstairs (I stopped writing purple that very day, he was so brutal, in a nice way, about a high-Renaissance story I had done). Hank put me on a schedule and made me read the worst pulp magazines, to digest the bare bones of plot, narrative hook, pace, etc. He shoved my nose into Amazing month after month, a terrible magazine. But I learned more from that experience than from reading Harper’s Monthly. Later on, in 1943 and 1944, when I did a story titled “Chrysalis,” and couldn’t get it right, Hank went to John Campbell at Astounding with it and asked John to give his advice. Hank also said that he would collaborate with me on it if, finally, I couldn’t bring the story off. He made me rewrite it at least ten times. I finally sold it to Amazing.

My story “The Candle,” the first I ever published, in Weird Tales, was the result of help from Hank. The last page of that story still stands the way Hank wrote it back when I was 21.

Well, I could go on and on. I have a file of letters a foot high here in the garage to show his kindness and consideration down the years. I never really understood Hank, for he was a very quiet and reticent man, rarely social. Our meetings, over the years, save for a few times, were those of student and teacher. He was one of the most thoughtful people I have ever known, and by this I mean a thinking man.

So of course you can understand how I felt when I saw that none of the newspapers noticed that he had gone.

There’s only one thing I’d want now for Hank and his stories, which I have always admired. I wish you would talk to Brad at Doubleday, or to Ian at Ballantine about getting all of Hank’s things into one volume.54 His stories have been strewn about, through the years, to various publishers. Now more than ever, Hank’s things should appear from one publisher in one uniform edition. Perhaps a huge one volume edition of his stories, to be followed, later, by books containing his best novels, perhaps as trios under one cover. There isn’t an SF writer in the field who wouldn’t be proud to write an introduction to one or all of these. I’ve always considered Hank among the top three or four writing in the field. Leigh Brackett, for one, I’m sure, would be glad to do such an introduction, she was a pupil of Hank’s, too. It goes without saying I’d do the job for free and be happy doing so. Think it over, talk it over with Brad or Ian. Someone should do it, someone must do it. At least the stories should be got together now. Later on, something can be done about the novels.

It’s a shame Hank didn’t live to use the ideas he often discussed that came from his years spent in college. He had primed himself for an exciting future. We would have had some wonderful books from all that. Perhaps Kat, from having lived an incredibly close life with Hank, will give us some small part of what he wanted. They were an astounding marriage; one I’ve often admired, in my own ego and selfishness. They held hands and worked the same typewriter, something I could never do.

Well, I guess that’s it. I wanted to tell someone about these last twenty years and Hank. If there’s anything I can do now to pay back an old old debt, all that you, or Doubleday, or Ballantine, have to do is tell me what it should be.

Yours, as ever,

Ray









THEODORE STURGEON

Arthur C. Clarke once observed that Ray Bradbury and Theodore Sturgeon (1918–1985) were two of the most emotionally powerful science fiction writers of their day. Sturgeon’s rapid rise to prominence in John Campbell’s Astounding and Unknown during the early 1940s caught Bradbury’s attention, but he was not aware that his own breakthrough stories in Weird Tales had drawn the attention and admiration of Sturgeon himself. Sturgeon reached out first, and Bradbury’s responses mirror Sturgeon’s ironic, offbeat, and humorous style of correspondence.


Oct 22, 1946.

Mr. Ray Bradbury,

c/o Weird Tales,

Radio City, N. Y.

Dear Ray Bradbury,

I can’t say this is the first letter of its kind I have ever written—I just got one off to Cliff Simak for the beautiful job he did with Hobbies in particular and the City series generally. That was my first; I never expected that I would get such a wallop again, so soon.

It isn’t the same wallop. It’s different in kind, rather than degree, and it’s a kind rather closer to my own tastes. I wish I could do stuff like Hobbies. As much or more, I wish I could write horror as well as you.

“The Handler” was without exception the nastiest thing I’ve seen in print since Jane Rice’s “Idol of the Flies” in the late lamented Unknown Worlds. But in your yarn, the touch was lighter, and the pacing beautifully consistent. Your characterization was as brilliant as Bradbury, and you have a genius for phrase. “… his hands like little biscuits before his stomach” for example, and “… A little dog trotted by with clever eyes…” and the many others. None seem to be too consciously clever, shouting “Looka me!”

I have enjoyed your copy increasingly, with emphasis on “The Lake” and “Let’s Play ‘Poison’!.” I don’t know how much longer you can go on topping your own stuff; but if you do, somebody better tell John Collier and Saki to get out of the way…

When you were in New York recently I was advised of the fact by Hank Kuttner, who gave me your hotel address. I called you repeatedly for four days, until they finally told me you had gone. I very much regret having missed you, and I hope that we may meet someday soon.

Sincerest thanks for “The Handler.”

Cordially,

Theodore Sturgeon






Ray Bradbury

670 Venice Blvd.,

Venice, California.

October 30th, 1946

Dear Ted Sturgeon,

Five years ago I hadn’t sold a darn thing; I was very busy reading and enjoying and envying two very swell writers in Unknown; namely Jane Rice and Theodore Sturgeon. I used to go through their stories with a red pencil and find out what made them tick. I hated their guts for being so goddam good; how could they do that? How could they dare to be so good? It was terribly unfair; my own stuff was so far from selling and so far from being good. I could hardly stand to read the Rice and Sturgeon stuff. One story, in particular… in the August 1940 Unknown—“It,” was enough to make me a pitiful wreck of an egoist. If, some day, I told myself, I could do as fine a piece of writing as “It,” I would take the rest of the year off and get drunk.

And now here it is, a bright California October morning and I have a letter from one T. Sturgeon. It is certainly the nicest fan letter I’ve ever had. It means a very great deal to me, since I have looked upon you with such mixed emotions of admiration and professional jealousy for so many years. It seems a bit weird that you should be writing me instead of my writing you. I had planned to write to you many times in the passage of years, but each time I failed to do so because I thought you might think me just another fan with just another letter of praise. I considered writing you at the time the latest Derleth book came out with “It” and “The Lake” in it. I was particularly intrigued by the fact that you were living at the time in the Virgin Islands, and more than amazed to discover that you were only two years older than myself. It was good to discover someone near my own age who has had similar luck in writing at least fairly successfully while one is young enough to enjoy parts of it.

I assure you I do not engage in log-rolling with authors. Ed Hamilton is a very near dear friend of mine, but I tell him frankly I think most of his stuff is odorous. Once in a while Ed will clank out something quite terrific, but mostly he’s in the business for money, and enjoys life. Therefore, any of the above things I have said about Sturgeon need not be looked upon as the mouthings of an author who has been flattered because another author likes his stuff. If you were L. Joe Fohn or Fletcher Pratt I wouldn’t be as nice. If you were Ray Cummings I don’t know if I would be civil. But I still have fond memories of “Shottle Bop,” “Cargo” and “It”—and also the Scrambler stories in Astounding. Seriously, at that time, 1940–41, I used to read and re-read your stories two or three times. I went through a Sturgeon period even as I went through a Rice period—the two coincided roughly. I remember particularly reading again and again a story called “Artnan Process”; I’ll be damned if I can remember what it was about now, I believe I was more interested in the construction of your sentences than the story on that one. I worked a bit on “Butyl and the Breather,” also.

I liked your work, and still do like it, because of its originality and freshness of thought. I hope we can get together for a bit of gabbing if I come to New York again next summer. I’m certainly sorry we missed connections.

Your letter perked me up no end; I was feeling sorry for myself, having just received a rejection in the mail from the Atlantic Monthly.55 Thanks very much for your kind words; it’ll make me keep on trying, by God.

I see you have the lead story this issue in Astounding. Haven’t read it yet. I rarely read Astounding any more. Do you agree with me that it just is not the good old mag it used to be? I hate people who always look back to the golden days; but I think the 1939 to 1941 period was the peak for Astounding and Unknown.

Just checking through my files; I liked “Medusa” and “The Brat” very much. And I am very much in favor of “The Hag Seleen”… it was a corker.

Strange that you mentioned Jane Rice in your letter. She was so consistently good. I notice she’s been writing for quality mags recently. She deserved to. Have you ever met up with her? I’d like to shake her hand.

Well, enough. Again, thanks for your fine letter. Let me hear from you again in the next month or so, when you have the time.

Oh, yeah… one other thing.

Dear Mr. Sturgeon: Where do you get your ideas?

Cordially,

Ray

P.S. I envy you your time in the Islands; I imagine you breathed in enough detail to supply you with several novels and a great host of short stories… eh? Have you anything weird to report on witch cults thereabouts?56 Would like to hear if you’d like to tell. Best,

R.






670 Venice Blvd.,

Venice, Calif.

February 3rd, 1947

Ted, I hate you!57

Having just read your story “Maturity,” I have every reason to hate you. It is a damned nice story. Your sense of humor, sir, is incredible. I don’t believe you’ve written a bad story yet; I don’t think you ever will. This is not log-rolling, by God; I only speak the truth. I predict you’ll be selling at least six stories a year to Collier’s and The Post before long. You have the touch. “Maturity” was good.

I rarely read Astounding these days, save for the Padgett58 or Sturgeon yarns. But next month I’m getting a copy to read dear old Jack Williamson’s first story in years. You’d like Jack; he’s a big, lean, wind-whipped, slow, drawling, easy-going fellow from New Mexico; lives out on the lonely prairie, has a lank lock of dark hair that falls over his brow, wears horn-rims, has a slow, friendly smile; best darn friend a guy could have. Astounding seems to be getting back in the groove again. Now if they could get Ron Hubbard, Heinlein, Cartmill and some of the other old timers to do some yarns, there’d be something to look forward to.

Glad you liked “The Meadow.” I was pretty pleased, myself. I can see certain flaws now, with time, but still, for a first radio script, it came out pretty well.59 There was a matter of rushing time at the end of the play. They ran out of time and had to finish up the conclusion in a rush. I was sorry. The fade-out, the footsteps, the clicking of the gate, the rising music, should have had full value, gradually and dramatically built to a peak.

Your taste in music is far superior to mine. I’m afraid I’ve been rather feeble-minded about it all. Maggie is trying to shame me into getting ahead somewhat. She’s been taking me to concerts of harpsichord music played by Alice Ehlers, one of Landowska’s pupils; we heard the Goldberg Variations some time ago, and I must say I enjoyed them immensely. Got around to hearing the Roth String Quartet, and the Budapest String Quartet; and my education, heretofore purposely neglected, in chamber music, is rapidly shaping up. Your mention of the Decca Album on authentic jungle drums and African chants sounds amazing; I’d like to grab onto that one, myself! Your remarks concerning Lombardo and Sammy Kaye are so true, dear friend. I just latched on to the Fancy Free album put out by Decca, conducted by Bernstein; I think it is some of the most original and stimulating American music since Gershwin sat down at the piano; better in some ways. The pressings are not very good, but the music comes through nevertheless. […]

You and Derleth60 would get on well. He has an immense collection of good jazz. Several thousand records, I estimate. I visited him last September, on my way to New York. I hope to make it back there again this year. Will look forward to meeting you, by God.

Sold a new story to Charm.61 Otherwise, the week has been one long mass of rejection slips. […]

I do not know how I have the intelligence or sense to write you today. This is one of my bad days, you know how they are, when you feel like melting down your typewriter and sticking it up the editor’s nostrils. Got two of my very favorite stories bounced today, with weird reasons.62 I am not appreciated. I am being persecuted. Evidently they do not know my middle name is Christ. Me and Kafka, kiddo. Stick around and you’ll learn somethin’.

The editor of Planet has been a swell egg, as I may have mentioned. Two of my stories, which I submitted of late, have gone to Planet, but instead of taking them, he turned around and sent them on to Collier’s, saying they were too good for Planet. Give that Paul Payne a pat on the cheek for me, if you ever meet him, Ted.63 […]

Let me hear from you, in between your manic-depressive phases. I trust you do fluctuate? If not, do not reply. I only correspond with neurotics. I shall think of you tonight as I shatter a Guy Lombardo record.

Luff,

Ray






New Castle, Pa.,

(But use the New York address)

Feb 18, 1947

Thass okay. I hate you too. Did I got a network program? Do I got a collection of my stories coming out? Did I ever have Simon and Schuster beg me for a novel? Did I ever create anything as compellingly disgusting as your beautiful little “Handler”?

And now we’re on the subject of me, leave us stay there a while. (Didn’t I handle that cleverly, tho?) I am a poor lost mixed-up s.o.b., a condition which has always been generally true, but particularly for the past three years.

So I woke up with a start a few weeks ago and took stock. What am I and what have I got? Two million words in print, a bunch of anthologizations, a lot of overseas reprints, some right pert special mentions in the highbrow press for “It” and “Killdozer.” Also I got a reasonable structure of insolvency. And still writing for nothing but the pulps. What’s wrong? I can write. I have the highest sales-to-production ratio of anyone I know—around 87%.

Well, two things are wrong. My production is low—very. I do not write my best stuff slowly, but there are sometimes weeks of interval between paragraphs. I walk around and chew on the characters and situations and stuff. I sit over the mill64 for hours without touching it. Then comes one of those thirty or forty-hour non-stop stretches, three decks of cigarettes and a couple dozen cups of coffee, and it all comes out, finished copy, ready to go. Which is all very well, but you can’t live well writing pulp with a low overall production. That’s the second thing that’s wrong—the word rates. I now get as high as can be expected in my pet fields, but ’taint enough. […]

You mention ASF’s groove.65 I second same. But as for Heinlein, I dunno. I happen to know that he sold a short novel to Startling Stories. I don’t know if JCjr66 knows of that yet, but can predict he will blow his top when he finds it out. And don’t tell me you missed the Feb 8th Satevepost with the Heinlein story and the fantasy by Vida Jameson, Malcolm’s daughter67 who is at present living with the Heinleins. (A very slick chick, by the way.) The difficulty with Heinlein and ASF is that John, though he does not really have to, insists on “all rights.” Leo Margulies buys first NAS and English pub., and that’s all, at the same or slightly higher word rates for a top author. Bob just got a little sick of arguing.

I envy you those Ehlers concerts. Did you know that the Roth outfit has recorded the entire Art of the Fugue? Quite a production: about 27 sides. The hell (said with all reverence) with Maggie’s “shaming” you into music. Music is, in my opinion, worth a damn only if it can be listened to with the ductless glands. It’s good if it gives you goose-pimples, and great if your goose-pimples get goose-pimples—it’s as simple as that. By me, Wagner stinks on this basis; and the only thing you have to be to like Tchaikowsky, to quote my room-mate, is honest. Balls on composers who avoid harmonies because they are writing atonal stuff, when a natural progression would bring in an accidental sonance. Nuts to conductors who transcribe for orchestra from organ or quartet, and purposely quell some brilliance just because it was thought of before by some other transcriber. […] The enclosed check is for Columbia album X (or MX) 216.68 Eat that, dammit. You love words. You couldn’t write the way you do if you didn’t love ’em. Well, there’s a word for this. It’s a perfectly legitimate word. Too. It’s “architectonic.” And I shall personally piss on you if you buy back. That isn’t what this is for. I am only doing it because I like to talk to you, and I’d take it as a high compliment if you regarded this album as Sturgeon talking to you.

[…]

So Derleth’s a cat, hm? I didn’t know. Wonder how much Django Reinhardt he has. Know him? An illiterate French gypsy with two fingers on his left hand, and the kind of guitarist that makes a three-chord man like me wish he was dead—Hot Club of France. Dig him some time. He’s in the States now.… I don’t think at this stage of the game, that I need comment on your question on my neuroticism and the periodicity thereof… write soon, but for God’s sake don’t wait until you can match this length. Write a short one quick, or I’ll never hear from you again, and I want to.

As ever ever,

T.H.S.






March 18, 1947

Dear Ted:

Here’s the letter I promised you on your apartment plans.69 I trust you received my other letter thanking you for the Bach album, which I play every day, by God, and six times on Sundays! I’m still muchly indebted to you for the fine thought that prompted your surprising me with said album. This album should keep Stokowski out of hell when his time comes.

Are you William Tenn?70 There is something very Sturgeonish about the guy’s writing. I like his “Build a Man” story, “Child’s Play,” in the current Astounding. It’s right up Sturgeon’s alley? Well, son, is you is or is you ain’t Tenn?71 His name is highly suspicious, to begin with. Much too close to Tennessee Williams to suit my paranoid id. The grill room for you, Sturge! Come on, confess! You did it! Thumb-screws, Joe! Okay, Theodore, sweat!

My Dark Carnival will be out May 2nd, (it says here in small eensy-weensy print), that is what Derleth says anyhow. We shall see.

Interesting, you turning up in New Castle, as I may have said. That’s Ed Hamilton’s home town. He, on the other hand, in order to escape from New Castle, is now in California. Ah well. Green grass and other trite truisms, unya?

[…]

Anyhow, I really approve of your plans. I wish I had time to work on my studio. I’ve been fiddling with oil paints lately, have just executed two studies of clowns, in sombre blacks and shocking whites, my first stab at being an artist, old bean, and already I’m better than Rouault,72 he kept insisting as they squeezed him back into the burnt sienna tube.

I’ve been correcting proofs all week on Dark Carnival and I’m sick of the damned thing. It’s a swell book, but, Christ, the ennui, the vertigo, the inertia that overcomes one after hours of reading stuff you don’t want to read anymore.

I shall leave you now, […] so be a good chappie, eh, and write me as to what cooks, and how many stories you’ve sold this month so I can properly sneer at you, call you commercial, read you the riot act, and disclaim all knowledge of our friendship. Since my sale to Harper’s I’m not speaking to anybody. Especially my grocer, my cleaner, my clothier, my radio man; to all of whom I owe money—you don’t get much from Harper’s, by God. Art, she is wonderful. Reputation, she is beautiful. […] Enough paranoia for enow,

Luff,

Ray






March 18 [1947]

D’ ré,

Hi and thanks for the knocked-out letter so promptly after the Bach. I was eagerly awaiting a reply, and hoped that the C mi job73 would hit you that way, and I am with happitude.

You must be too over that splendid and very nasty little Harper’s job. Don’t you go ohing and ahing over my mind! You’re downright nasty, son. I should be that nasty! Tell me, Mr. B.: where do you get your ideas? (Next letter, I’ll ask you “You a writer? You want a story? Let me tell you the story of my life…” Jesus! If I hear that again…) “The Man Upstairs” was delightfully grisly, and you are to be complimented from here to there. The business of the colored windows was particularly fine, and you’ve been peeking into my childhood memories. I had a strong but uncrystallized and inexpressible idea of contiguous worlds at the age of eight, gained just that way. Of course, I chipped no rubbery cubes out of the paying guests… oh, but nasty.

I do like what you say about music. I’m only sorry that you let these quasi-intellectuals browbeat you for so long. Music is for the ductless glands. If it makes you jump, it’s good. If it doesn’t, it ain’t good. If it sounds as if it might, it’s worth playing over and over again to find out. As a matter of fact, by me the same attitude goes for many more things. Food, for example. I love to eat. In food, as with other aesthetic fields, I want subtlety, but I want it by the bucketful. My prime eating ambition at the moment is a beerstein full of creamed oyster-crabs.

Was talking to Paul Payne today.74 He has the Harper’s but hasn’t read the story yet. Said he read the Heinlein opus75 in the Post and had a Bradbury story76 that was infinitely better. […]

Hurry up and come east, will you hurry up and? Hey—you’re ready for Villa-Lobos’ Bachiana Brasilieros No. 5.77 One 12″ platter. Eat that, and then let the pseudo’s know what a ductless-gland listener has to say about music most of ’em have never heard of… get the Sayo recording, with the composer conducting. I think it’s a Columbia Blue-seal. I don’t have one. I’ve given six away already. Next one I get’s going to stay here, by God. ’Bye now. Next time I write (please remind me—I always answer with my correspondent’s letter beside me) I’ll have something to say about “Equalizer.”

Regards to all.

T.H. Sturgeon





During the winter of 1947–48, Sturgeon asked Bradbury to write an introduction to Without Sorcery, his first story collection. Privately, Bradbury lacked confidence in his ability to eliminate self-conscious anxiety from nonfiction prose—a form of writing that still seemed unnatural to him. Instead of celebrating Sturgeon’s creative power and range, Bradbury’s first draft became a polemic against the relative weakness of contemporary horror and fantasy fiction and the shadow of intolerance that was rising against nonconformist literature in postwar America. Bradbury’s cover letter conveys this sense of unease.


Feb 22, ’48

Dear Ted:

Here’s the introduction, if you like it—fine. If not, be frank with me. You needn’t use it if you don’t wish to, understand.

I meant to be a little more factual in my criticism of your preface when I sent it back to you, but lacked the time and energy. I simply meant that I thought your preface only fair because I expected more from you, more about your background, your life, your travels, how you “got your ideas,” et cetera. I thought you took a helluva long time to make your point, which was not very tremendous. I, as a reader, would be far more interested in Sturgeon the writer, ya get me? Okay.

Sorry I’m a few days late with the enclosed, but hope it meets your need. Let me know, eh? And when the royalties start rolling in, remember, I only want 89% royalties; sound fair to you? All my good wishes to you, Ted.

Luff,

Ray

P.S. You have my permission to correct any errors you may find in this last, incoherently typed copy. Forgive my mistakes. Thanks. I really enjoyed writing this; I had a lot of fun getting my wildly mercurial thoughts on paper.

R.B.





Sturgeon felt that Bradbury’s initial draft introduction for Without Sorcery was completely off target and off-putting for readers. On March 1, 1948, Sturgeon wrote a frank and levelheaded appeal to Bradbury to consider writing a completely new introduction: “… is there anything about my stuff which tickles you, or makes you laugh, or moves you, or thrills you a little? One couldn’t tell from your intro. You said only what you thought about science fiction—and most of that’s negative […] Where, in that introduction, is the Bradbury who listens so sensually to music, whose letters laugh so readily and so deeply, who is so articulately childlike (childlike, not childish), so impulsive and genuine and simple in simplicity’s most clean-cut form?” Bradbury agreed to write a new introduction, prompting Sturgeon to write again with thanks, and with a mentor’s encouraging admonition to guard the spontaneity that made Bradbury a most original and emotionally truthful writer.


one seventy three monroe street new york two new York

March 5, 1948

Dear dear Ray,

The Kinsey Report aside, I love you!

When you answered my fan letter a year or so ago, you did it with one of the nicest missives I have ever received from anybody. And here you’ve topped it. Youse is a good boy.

You topped that; you match something else. There is a quality in my beloved Mary Mair78 which I thought was unique. It’s a sort of built-in judge and jury, complete with bailiff, turnkeys, and a penitentiary, which latter has the Rack and a coupla knouts… when Mary does something unfair, which isn’t often—just wait a minute. If you can wait, if you can hold out, hold off for a little while, you will suddenly hear the rap of that imaginary gavel; the prisoner goes before the bar; justice is done and the debt is paid.

You seem to have the same thing. I know you only from your work and your letters—I think you put a great deal of you into both of them. I am firmly convinced that if I had said nothing about this whole matter it would have descended upon you one night and caused you no end of self-castigation, which you would have poured me-wards. And then I’d have been in the position in which I frequently find myself with Mary—that of attorney for the defense!

In that role, I say now and with harshness to stop saying dirty nasty things about my good, good friends. Forgive this dutch-uncle tone, but lissen: there is only one Bradbury, and like a few—Gerard Manley Hopkins, P.G. Wodehouse, James Branch Cabell, and a coupla more from widely separated fields—you can’t be imitated; you’re an original. (This is unlike Hemingway, Saroyan, Herman Wouk, Farrell, Steinbeck, and yards and yards of others—particularly Damon Runyon—originators perhaps, but quite imitable.) One characteristic of the true original is that he does his work his way. (Alec Wilder79 is one in music; Emily Dickinson was one in poetry.)… You are the only writer of whom I have been jealous; my jealousy, like all jealousies, had its basis in a sense of inadequacy, not necessarily in talent, but in principle. I let myself be forced into markets for which I didn’t care particularly; I forced my styles into preformed molds. As far as I know you have never done this. Some of your stuff shows as not quite successful because it’s formative and experimental. Some is unsuccessful because it’s not quite suitable to an established market’s accepted forms. But God damn it, it’s all Bradbury, every last little bit of it. That is a quality that no other writer can get into his stuff; none ever has; none ever will. Think of that next time somebody takes you aside with patience and with kindness and explains to you carefully that you really have something, and it’s a great pity that your work appears between these lurid covers on this porous paper. Ray, these people are, whether they recognize it or not, motivated by a strange and even force which looks like a monumental trowel, which travels ponderously back and forth over the unset concrete of humanity, driving down any peak or height to the level of the rest of the mass. Bear in mind that the trowel and its work are superficial in their function.… there is no plane surface in nature, except for liquids when they’re frozen and no longer in flux.… snobs… this one can speak French and that one knows the calculus; the other laughs at whoever likes Ellington and talks knowingly about Scriabin and Pugnani80… all these things are good things, admirable things, but they’re acquired things, and the only true credit due the snob who’s snobbish in this way is due him for his acquisitiveness and for nothing else. Not one of them, not one single snob anywhere in the whole wide world can be Bradbury. Not one.

Puff-puff.…

[…]

When in God’s name are we going to stick our heads into the same suds-bucket? Do you like beer, by the way?… I don’t know what you think, but I think you rate a honeymoon—the kind that will bring you to New York.

Thanks, thanks, thanks, thanks,

T.H.S.








LEIGH BRACKETT AND EDMOND HAMILTON

Genre fiction legends Leigh Brackett (1915–1978) and Ed Hamilton (1904–1977) were two of Bradbury’s closest friends and mentors during the war years. Hamilton’s ability to plot effective stories had reached Bradbury since childhood through Weird Tales and the science fiction and fantasy pulps, and the two men became friends during Hamilton’s occasional stays in Los Angeles during the early 1940s. Leigh Brackett became a friend and encourager through the same concentration of LA Science Fantasy Society writers and fans that had attracted Hamilton; from 1942 through much of 1944, she would meet Bradbury Sunday afternoons on the beach at Santa Monica, where he would read her various works in progress as she critiqued his early circulating stories. She was in large part responsible for his break into Planet Stories, a reliable second-tier science fiction venue where she was regularly featured. He also learned mystery-detective writing through her example, while Hamilton introduced him to a wider range of English and American fiction and poetry than he had yet managed to discover through the libraries and bookstores. The naive overeagerness seen in his early letters was tempered by an enduring friendship that time and distance never diminished.


Ray Bradbury

670 Venice Blvd.,

Venice, California

October 7, 1943

Dear Ed:

I’ve just been gabbing with Brackett over the phone and the name of the great master (Hamilton, naturally) has been mentioned. With quickened pulse and heated brow I hurry to my machine, unveil its glittering keys and begin my annual letter, long past due, stimulated by the mention of the fact that Hamilton is considering going either to Louisiana or to Los Angeles. This is damn silly. The only place to come, of course, is Los Angeles. Do you realize how long it is since you were here? God All Mighty, there are several million defense jobs to be had. You just close your eyes and poke your hand out, thus punching some harried personnel advisor in the eye. Brackett and I will probably crack you in the jaw if you don’t come out to Los Angeles. It would be somewhat of a personal slight to us. We would realize, with bitter thoughts, that you no longer care.

All of that to one side momentarily, I hope this finds you in good health, typing among a litter of discarded beer-cans. Your trip to Mexico, from Brackett’s report, sounds Utopian, what with balconies and beer and Captain Future to be written when you weren’t imbibing Plato.81

I am in fine fettle. I’m still 4-F82 and still enabled to sit at my typewriter many hours a day and try to pound out something halfway decent. My average is one sale out of every three stories, at present, though this may take a sharp decline due to the fact that I’m at present trying to switch over into the detective field. The s.f. field is so microscopic these days that it hardly pays to write the stuff. The stories are not transferable enough. I write a story slanted for Campbell, it’s rejected and then there’s no other market for the damn thing. It’s a heck of a gamble.

I have two agents now. Julie, like always, for the s.f. and detective fields, and Ed Bodin83 for the slick and literary (ha) markets. No good news from Bodin yet, but he’s trying one of my things with Vogue, Harper’s, Charm, etc. Meanwhile my detective things are a little bit too off-trail, according to Norton, and I must try to keep my sympathies on the side of the law…

Just got word from Campbell that I won first prize in the Astounding Probability Zero contest. That’s the second time I won first.84 I got bulges in the head for the moment.

[…]

Knowing how much you love good books, I venture to suggest one of my favorite novels, Christopher Morley’s Thunder on the Left. You’ve probably read it already. It’s one of the neatest human documents, interspersed with fantasy, I’ve ever read. Morley has a fine sympathetic ability for psychiatric detail, he portrays the human frailties so well, I’m certain you’ll remember the yarn long after you’ve read it.

It’s just about time for me to sign off. I’m going to write another story and cut in on a little of that dough Hamilton’s been casually pulling down for so many years. Weird Tales, so far, has been my godmother, with Norton running a close second for sympathetic encouragement and criticism. Campbell, as always, remains a bit aloof. Anyway, it all goes back to a certain summer when Schwartz and Hamilton encouraged a certain bespectacled jerk to keep on with the making words.

Drop me a letter soon, huh, Ed? And when you decide to come to Los Angeles, which you most certainly will, just notify Brackett and me ahead of time so we can find a bass drum somewhere to pound.

Until then.

Agnostical blessings,

Ray





During the war years, Brackett’s many weekly postcards, generally addressed to “Dear Genius” from “Muscles,” culminated in the two notes below, telling Bradbury of her unexpected chance to script the Humphrey Bogart film The Big Sleep for Howard Hawks, and her need for Bradbury to step in and write the second half of what would become the highly regarded Brackett-Bradbury collaboration on the novella Lorelei of the Red Mist.


[August 31, 1944]

Dear Ray:

Some mad mix-up on the phone—I keep getting the Bureau of Power and Light.85 Anyway, the job came through, I’m working and I still can’t believe it. Bill Faulkner—the William Faulkner—is my teammate, and come next month we’ll be working on the set with Bogey. My God—all this, and Republic too!86 Incidentally, I had a very nice lunch Tuesday, and there is one quiet spot in North Hollywood. I found it. Quiet, but warm. Very warm. —Seems this Big Sleep thing is supposed to be under the hat, so keep it to yourself, huh? I don’t know why, but them’s orders from the Boss. You should see my office—there’s even a big, soft, rose-colored couch in it. H’m! Give me a ring sometime—call Warner Bros. and ask for extension 707. Meantime, no cracks in postcards, please, for I won’t be home to grab them first. As to Sunday, I hope so, but I ain’t sure. Mitt luff,

Muscles






[ca. September 1944]

Dear Ray—

Here it is—with my blessings & best wishes.

All you have to do is get the sea-beasts on our side, get ’em back to Crom Dhu in time to save Beudag & defeat—or should I say, destroy—Rann’s fleet—& of course Starke will have to take care of Rann. —Your carbon will follow. I couldn’t find it this a.m. & I was late anyway.

Thine,

Muscles





The need to care for his elderly parents while continuing to write for the New York pulp editors had kept Hamilton in his hometown of New Castle, Pennsylvania, during the later war years. A brief fall 1944 note from Bradbury (opening with “Gosh, guy, whyncha drop a fellow a line once in awhile?”) soon prompted Hamilton to respond with a long letter that included a blessing on Bradbury’s future. Only the first page has been located, but the end of that page offered a half-serious prediction of the future that would prove to be prophetic.


1611 Pennsylvania Avenue,

New Castle, Penna.

Dec. 31, 1944

Dear Ray:

I guess I have safely established my record as the world’s worst correspondent. God knows how long since I have got off any letters. The rumor that Hamilton was buried eight months ago is a foul slander.

The fact is that this year has been such a stinker for me in some respects that I have not had much inclination to write letters. Critical illness of my parents, the impossibility of hiring help or even nurses, gave me quite a time. However, things have cleared up to a great extent, I hasten to report with my fingers well crossed.

First, want to congratulate you on your fine yarns this year. You always did have the “knack” of writing—I don’t know just what to call it but a person either has it or doesn’t, and you do. Jack does, too. I don’t and wish to God I did, but have been able to compensate for it by a strong faculty of plotting and a certain amount of craftsmanship gained from experience. But you’ve added to the ability to pour it out, the ability to shape a story and make it flow smoothly to a satisfying conclusion, and that’s what you needed most, so you are all set now.

The little yarn recently about the chap who destroyed things by writing poems about them is the one I liked best, I think.87 The child-stories were probably better, and certainly came closer to being something unique. But they found an unsympathetic reader in me more than most, as I have no great liking for children. They can be amusing, and at times their innocence can be tremendously appealing, but still they are little savages, which fact is not altered by the fact that I was once one myself. All over this land there are large, elaborate buildings employing many people, and this tremendous plant is for the sole purpose of “educating” children—i.e., for the purpose of beating the elements of civilization into their barbaric minds. Boy, do I feel like old Scrooge, eh? Don’t take me too seriously. Ever read Hughes’ High Wind in Jamaica?88

Leigh Brackett’s yarns have been unbelievably good this year. I thought her detective novel extremely good, and understand it won her a place in the stratospheric levels of movie writing, but I don’t really like detec stories very well, so it’s her s-f yarns I refer to. You know, that’s the reason why old guys like me can make a comfortable living year after year out of the s-f mags without work—whenever any of you youngsters come along with enough talent to eclipse us completely, you write yourselves right up into the higher realms and deliver us from your ruinous competition in the pulps.

By the way, Jack Williamson was here on a furlough a couple of weeks ago and we had a pretty good time. […]





Edmond Hamilton’s occasional trips to Mexico prompted Bradbury to write for travel tips on the eve of his own fall 1945 Mexican journey to gather native masks for the Los Angeles County Museum. This letter also gave Bradbury an opportunity to tell his mentor about the series of major market sales that marked a major turning point in Bradbury’s career as a writer.


Ray Bradbury

670 Venice Blvd.,

Venice, Calif.

[September 1945]

Dear Ed:

Well, it looks like our semi-annual letter is getting to be quite a habit, only, in this case, I hope you’ll reply before a week has passed. I hope this finds you tip-top and full of information on Mexico. Because I’m going down to Mexico on October first, with a friend of mine, driving, and your name came to mind immediately. I know you’ve spent long periods down there and speak the language, so perhaps you can make some suggestions about traveling, the natives, places to see, vaccinations, ruins, and so on. We hope to get on over to Oachamilco, Oaxaca, Paricutín and other places (spelling not guaranteed) and I thought you may know of some interesting off the beaten track places we might want to see.89 We’re spending six weeks, which gives us plenty of time to see quite a bit. We even plan to take a boat from Vera Cruz, if such is obtainable, and go on down to Yucatan to see the ruins there. So if you have any ideas, heave them at me!

About writing. Julie told me you had some difficulty getting a manuscript out of Mexico. Do you think if I take my typewriter and bang out some stuff on it, it might be wiser and safer to mail it out of the country instead of trying to carry the completed script across the border later?90

Julie writes and says he’s coming to California next year or die trying. Does this also mean Hamilton will come?91 I am a firm believer in Hamilton for California by 1946, so you had better start stirring your bones and packing your bottles of bourbon and looking around for transportation. It’s been a hellishly long time since we gabbed.

As for me, everything seems to be happening at once. In the last nine weeks I’ve sold stories to American Mercury, Collier’s, and Mademoiselle.92 It’s all very unbelievable and I’m still gasping and holding a vial of smelling salts to my nostrils. How long this goes on I don’t know. I hope it’ll last, but I’m writing some pulp yarns, on the side, just to be safe. After all those years of obscurity and editorial neglect it is a bit bewildering to get pleasant letters. I have been prostrate most of the time as a result.

Did you see Jack’s yarn in Blue Book?93 A darn swell yarn. I wouldn’t doubt that when Jack returns he’ll write a couple of good articles on meteorology and sell them to big markets, he’s assimilated enough now to make for a good job.

Just bought the new Weird Tales. I’m a sucker for mythologies, and “Lost Elysium” was right up my alley.94 I’ll have to tell Leigh about it, you know how she dotes on Celtic characters. Anyhow, I think your Cullan yarns are the best this year! A change from the usual crap Weird prints!95 I guess I’ve gabbed enough. Let me hear from you as soon as possible, hunh, concerning Mexico? Wish you were out here so you could prowl on down with us. It’d be great fun, but muy terrifico!

Mitt luff to you,

Ray





In the late 1940s, Cold War concerns and a need for solitude had led Brackett and Hamilton to move to rural eastern Ohio, and the politically polarizing climate of fear during this period occasionally overshadowed Bradbury’s expressed memories of earlier times. The letters exchanged during the late 1940s and early 1950s also document Bradbury’s attempts to use his rising career successes to secure broader market publishing and film opportunities for his former mentors, little realizing that rural life and the chance to write in this setting meant more than the opportunities that Los Angeles offered. Hollywood and a milder climate would eventually lure his two friends back to Southern California, but only after the respite described in these exchanges of letters.

The first offers a creative thanks to Hamilton for a story read long ago in Bradbury’s youth, a story that fueled Bradbury’s keen sense for settings of wonder and strange otherness in his own tales.


[ca. 1949]

Dear Ed and Leigh:

Thanks for your nice card. Glad you are doing so well. Here’s a nice story: when I was ten years old I read a story that affected me for years… science fiction… world of spiders that lived on floating metal isles in the air… web between the islands over which the spiders bore our heroes… also revolving pulleys with hand and footholds which went down into metal cities… I drew pictures of this for years and years… still have the pictures I drew… completely forgot the author until yesterday, while browsing through book store came upon the Spring, ’29 Amazing Quarterly… the story, “Locked Worlds”… the author—Edmond Hamilton! Ed, I love you! All these years remembering a story I didn’t even know was written by you! What a wonderful feeling to see it again.

Love,

Ray






33 South Venice Blvd.

Venice, Calif.

January 13, 1950

Dear Ed and Leigh:

Well, here’s a new year started, and I hope you are both producing great reams of saleable stuff. And I also hope that things are beginning to clarify, and that you’ll soon be coming West again. In any event, by God, I’ll see you when I come East on May 1st! I won’t have much time, but it’d be nice just to see you guys again for a few hours. Maybe I’ll hit you both on the head and drag you West with me again!

Anyway, my first novel will be published May 4th, and I’m supposed to be in New York for that, plus other business considerations.96

Maggie is fine, and the baby is persimmony and weighs 11 pounds and looks more like me, so say people, every day.97 This is a rather poor way to start life, if you ask me, and perhaps she should go back and start over.

We’ve really started the year zooming. On Monday, this week, I sold an off-trail science-fiction story to The Saturday Evening Post for one thousand beautiful dollars, received a check from the Philadelphia Inquirer for $600 and had 2 of my stories picked for the Best SF Stories of 1950. Mag and I went to bed for an hour with cold compresses on our fevered brows. Jesus! Ironic thing is I haven’t read the Post in fifteen years, and the story I sold them tells of 2 little kids in the future who destroy their parents with a super-invention and get away with it, somewhat like “Zero Hour”!98 Very off trail for the Post, I’d say, but…

I went to the Science Fantasy League Xmas party… or was it their Hallowe’en Party?… it’s hard to tell ’em apart. Everybody looks just about the same. Aegh!

How are you doing with your detective novel, Leigh? My best to Bat-Man! Write soon. I got a couple of good hamburger steaks waiting in the ice-box for you guys to show up. They may be a little mossy by the time you finally arrive, but hell! Mag and Susan send their love.

Me, too,

Yours,

Ray





Bradbury’s fall 1950 letter is notable because of its allusion to “Child of the Winds” (Weird Tales, May 1936), yet another old Hamilton tale of odd wonder and eerie otherness that inspired Bradbury, and the account of Bradbury’s meeting with film director Fritz Lang, who became a good friend and served as the inspiration for a main character in Bradbury’s novel of murder in a Hollywood studio, Graveyard for Lunatics (1989).


Bradbury

10750 Clarkson Rd.

L.A. 64, Calif.

October 8, 1950

Dear Ed:

In going over my boxes of material brought from the old house the other day, I came across this tear-sheet of yours which you lent me two years ago when I was planning that Harper’s anthology. I have several other of your tear-sheets here somewhere, and as soon as I dig them out, they’ll be coming your way. Thanks for the loan of this enclosed yarn; as you know, I have a great liking for it; it is a strange thing to consider that perhaps this yarn caused me to write “The Wind” years later; I’ll be damned if I know. My memory is conveniently faulty; but I wouldn’t doubt that my subconscious is guilty somewhere along the line.

Nothing much new here, except that I have made the acquaintance of Fritz Lang, the director, and he had some fascinating things to say about Germany 1920 to 1932, when Goebbels offered him the job of heading the German Film Industry, and Lang got the hell out the next afternoon, coming to America. Seems Hitler confiscated all prints of The Girl in the Moon because it had the secret of the V-2 rocket in it, which Willy Ley and Oberth worked on in 1923, and part of which was used, in model form, for the rocket in the moon film. Ah, fantasy! Lang is a fascinating gentleman; though I hear he is a heller on the set; certainly it doesn’t show in private life.

Enough. Hope you are both pouring out the work. Leigh’s new novelette in TWS is a beaut;99 it’s too long between Brackett stories, by God. Mag and Susan send their best, as do I.

Yours,

Ray






Mar. 30, 1951

Dear Ed and Leigh:

Jesus, you guys seem to be on some sort of Conga line of illness. If there’s any justice in this world (and I haven’t seen any lately) things will clear up for all of you this year. […]

It is bad news to hear of Leigh’s novel being shelved, but compensating to hear that Shadow Over Mars has gone to an English publisher.100 England is a great market; I’ve had a story in practically every issue of British Argosy for two years now, at about 100 dollars a throw for reprint rights. It’s a market you two should look into. My two latest books will be reprinted over there, too, one this year, one next.

As I believe I mentioned, I saw copies of City at World’s End on sale awhile back, latched onto a copy, and have enjoyed it immensely. There is no one who can get his characters around like you, Ed, God bless you.

I’m glad Leigh will do a book a year for some publisher; you didn’t say which one? Leigh, you still haven’t milked the Red Sea dry?101 How about more of that? I was going over some old Brackett tear-sheets the other night and all of a sudden I was on the Santa Monica sands in the hot sun, watching Brackett plunge about on the court, laughing, hitting the volley ball, a copy of her Blue Behemoth or a Red Sea tale in my hands. Jesus, I miss that very much; I miss you both very much, and I’m sorry I won’t be seeing you this year, but another year will give you the time necessary to settling in, and if we’re all not atomized, perhaps we’ll have those beers in ’52.

Things are certainly getting terrible with the Communist smear thing. Perhaps you are wise to pull in your heads and turtle it where you are. I was supposed to lecture at LA City College awhile back, but the English dept. talked it over and decided they wouldn’t invite me, because I’m a friend of Norman Corwin. I’ve known Corwin for three years now and he’s one of the most decent nice guys in the world, certainly not a Communist, with many of the sensible ideas you hold, Ed, but lately they’ve been after him, and now, by implication, I’m verboten, and, of course, the fact you get mail from me ruins your reputation, too. We’re really going to hell on a roller-coaster.

The year has started well with a total of 31 sales in the past eleven weeks, new sales to the Post, Collier’s, and a TV deal on my yarn “Zero Hour.”102 I’m taking the manuscript of a book of short stories and another manuscript of a novel I’ve worked on for five years with me to New York; hope to make a deal on both with Doubleday while I’m there.103 My new book The Illustrated Man had three printings before publication; if you see it in your local book store, note the jacket, which I designed myself.104

My Bantam anthology contract has just been signed and the book will hit the stands in October;105 it is a collection based on the following idea “to collect as many fantasy stories as can be found into one book, by authors who rarely if ever write fantasy in their careers.” So I’ve got a fantasy by Steinbeck, one by Christopher Isherwood, John Cheever, Walter Van Tilberg Clark, Robert Coates, etc., all unusual stories by writers who ordinarily don’t come within a million miles of the field. Bantam is paying me $1250 for an introduction to same; a really nice price, for getting the anthology together was no job at all, it was fun browsing through old book shops. The big task would be getting the permissions, but, I find now, Bantam will handle this for me, thank God. Bantam will also publish The Martian Chronicles in May, probably with several blue Martian tits on the cover, to help it sell.

Lippert Productions, makers of that terrible Rocket Ship XM made a bid for “Mars Is Heaven!” about two months ago, but you know the sort of money they would offer, very cheap indeed, considering they’ve cleared a million on their first film. So we have held off and are waiting for John Huston to come back from Europe; I heard from Huston in London the other day. I don’t know if I told you, but I had supper with him before he headed East to make The African Queen with Bogart and Hepburn. He took all three of my books with him and read them on the trip and wrote back saying he would like to make a film with me.106 So keep your fingers crossed. He’s a really nice guy. Attended the preview of his new film The Red Badge of Courage and found it very moving, but certainly not a film that the average Joe is going to like, since it’s approach to war is oblique and subtle.

[…]

Okay, guys, fish, sail, build, write, loll, ride horseback, float lightly down the golden afternoons to come. I envy you it all, and miss you very much, so write on occasion, will you? Mag, Susan and Gumpox107 (that’s what we call the unborn) send you their love, as do I.

Yours,

Ray

P.S. Incidentally, Gerald Heard was over to see us a few months ago. What a fascinating man, what a fascinating evening. You’d get a real bang out of talking to him, Ed; he reminds me of you in many ways, a fascinating erudition, a knowledge of everything, with the Hamiltonian grace of modesty and good cheer.






10750 Clarkson Rd.

Los Angeles 64, Calif.

June 25, 1951

Dear Ed and Leigh:

Been home from New York about a week now and thought it time to write and tell you that we have another baby girl on hand. The new one was born on May 17th and weighed 7 pds, 14 oz. Name: Ramona. A very quiet, unassuming, thoughtful lass who looks like Maggie. Now we have split up sides, Susan and I look alike, so we’re the Plum-Pudding-Swedish half, and Mag and Ramona are the official representatives of the Cherokee-Slavic tribes,108 so it’s quite a family. […] Mag had a very good time of the recent delivery […] After I settled her in with our nurse here I headed for New York and stayed ten days and then was only too glad to get out of that damn town. Every year I can take less and less of it. It’s not so much the town itself, but what the town seems to do to its inhabitants, that throws my trolley. […]

It was a good trip, however, and I sold two more books to Doubleday and went into some talks with Bantam which resulted in the conclusion of a three book deal with them, so I’ve no kicks.109 Had a nice chat with Clifton Fadiman and he turns out to be quite a s-f reader and a very nice gentleman indeed.

Went up and had lunch with Julie and he is the same lovable guy as always.110 I sort of miss the old pulp days, to be perfectly honest. I wasn’t making anything, but I was learning and times were a bit more adventurous. Of course I’m still learning, but the older you get the slower the process becomes and you aren’t learning obvious things and making tremendous strides all at once. Now the concentration is on detail and characterization and subtler things, which, in its own way, is fun, but not quite as exciting as having Kuttner or Brackett jump on me with both feet and put my ego through a ringer.

I’ve been mightily pleased to see the reviews your new book is getting, Ed. Congratulations!111

How are things coming at your country house? Getting things installed ready for the summer? Any thoughts of coming West any time this year, perhaps for the winter?

Once, a few months ago, I went walking down along the beach in Venice, and passed your nice comfortable old house there and remembered with much happy detail our many good talks there and wished that I might rap at the door and see your good faces. Going to Long Beach to the book store isn’t quite the same without you.

I sincerely hope this letter finds you guys in wonderful health, along with all of your kinfolk, especially Betty and your mother, Ed.

I enclose some junk that appeared in the latest issue of Max Ascoli’s The Reporter. Also a yarn of mine from the latest Post sent on because I believe I owe Leigh a debt for having, indirectly, suggested the story. In one of her stories, a detective yarn, years ago, laid in Venice, she described the ruins of the roller-coaster as being something like a prehistoric skeleton lying there in the night. This suggestion, plus the Fog Horn blowing out in the bay at night while I lived in Venice, a year ago, gave me the full-blown idea for the enclosed yarn which the Post generously retitled “The Beast From 20,000 Fathoms.” God help us all, said Tiny Tim.

Kuttner has sold a book to Harper’s. Some sort of psychological-suspense story, I believe. Haven’t had time to read Jack’s new book, hope it’s good.112

I guess this is all for now. Write when you have time and tell me all the latest. Julie said you were still writing for comics, which sounds very profitable indeed if somewhat miraculous. Where do you get your ideas?

Love to you both from Maggie, Susan, Ramona, and me!

Yours as always,

Ray






10750 Clarkson Rd.

L.A. 64, Calif.

[ca. early November, 1951]

Dear Ed and Leigh:

It’s been quite awhile since I wrote, I’ll be damned if I can remember when the last time was. Things roll along pretty much as usual here. The town could still stand a good dose of Brackett-Hamilton anytime you feel up to it. The family waxes healthily, Susan is now two years old, and Ramona six months, and both quite wonderful. I have taken refuge in the garage, where I do my writing now, oblivious to wails, screams and childish ululations.

There have been a lot of screen nibbles lately, some of which I could have taken, all of which I let drop for various reasons. One producer offered me $200.00 down on “Mars Is Heaven,” with a total payment of 1500 bucks en toto. Quite a generous guy. Another producer went as high as $2500 on the same story, but I’ll be damned if it isn’t worth more than that.113 I might be wrong and lose my shirt, but I don’t think I’m wrong.

Gee, I had a chance to write the TV show Tom Corbett, Space Cadet. Maybe my head needs examining…

One deal that has been simmering awhile concerns a story laid on Venus which 20th owns.114 We did some wangling on the deal two months ago and I let it lapse. Now they are interested again and I was thinking that if I decide against taking the assignment at any time in the coming 8 weeks that I might suggest you, Leigh, for the job. You’ve got plenty of film experience under the belt (my God, you worked with Faulkner!) and Venus is your meat rather than mine. So if you feel you’d like a whack at a film again some time this winter, drop me a line by return mail and when I go over to 20th for the talks it might be very well that with my work on my new Doubleday book and all, it would be better for someone with more know-how, like yourself, to be under their consideration. And anyhow, Eastern winters are cold.

Another deal cooking is a TV offer to film a series of my yarns here on the Coast; more on that later.115 Think you might be interested in doing a TV science-fiction adaptation series, Leigh? Your name comes to mind over and over, for you are the only writer I know, outside of Heinlein, who knows films and film-writing; though Heinlein, come to think of it, had very little to do with Destination Moon in its final form.

In any event, let me know what you think of the above, and I’ll keep my eye peeled for interesting jobs in the science-fiction TV or motion-picture field. I recall that one producer, at Columbia, is looking for a good Venusian story; why don’t you have your Coast agent (who are you with now? I’m with Famous Artists) send some of your stories around…?

The above applies to you, too, Ed. If any TV things arise here that I think might interest either of you, I’ll whip you a line.

The other news is about the same, a couple of sales to The Post, McCall’s, and Mademoiselle,116 foreign rights to France on the Chronicles; ditto Denmark. Under separate cover I’m sending on a copy of the British edition of the Chronicles titled The Silver Locusts. Good reviews in London on it so far; including one in Punch.

What’s new on your various books, both of you? Leigh, what about your novel?

I was glancing through my old magazines about five minutes ago and came upon the “Sorcerer of Rhiannon” which you had in a 1942 Astounding, Leigh. And it was with a shock of discovery that I found I owed you a story-debt on this one. Unconscious, of course. But, nevertheless, a bit stunning. My subconscious must have remembered your “Rhiannon” story for, years later, it came up with “Asleep in Armageddon.” I suppose the resemblance is superficial, but it is there. Which only goes to prove that all the good stories and ideas were done first by Brackett and Hamilton.

Well, enough of this. Give me an answer on how you feel about movies and TV at this time, eh? Mag, the girls, and I send our love. Hope you have had a tremendously profitable year!

Yours, as ever,

Ray






RD 2,

Kinsman, Ohio

Nov. 15, 1951

Dear Ray,

I don’t think I ever did send our congratulations on the birth of Ramona. Your letter came just at the time of the death of my remaining brother-in-law, and everything went awry. Anyway, we’re sure she’s a wonderful baby, and accept our congratulations, though belated.

And our felicitations on how well you’re doing. We see your name everywhere these days. I shall be glad to receive a copy of Silver Locusts. I did get Martian Chronicles and believe that a better title than the new English one.

Star Kings was also published in book form in England—and Gallimard is publishing it as a book in France, and even sent an advance bigger than Fell gave me!117 It’s also had serial publication in Denmark, and an Australian deal coming up. But you know how disappointingly small book returns can be financially—still, it’s all velvet and mighty welcome. City at World’s End went over much better with the reviewers.

As to movie deals—I shall let Leigh answer that herself. My own somewhat pessimistic view is that movie money is wonderful but that many are called and few are chosen, and that the many waste time hanging around Hollywood. But then I know from nothing about the business, I admit. I haven’t thought much of most of the s-f pictures so far, except for The Thing and Five, which we both liked very much.

As you can see from our new address, we moved not too long ago into the house we’ve been restoring for a long time. We think it’s beautiful, a knockout, the most comfortable house we’ve ever lived in—so I’ll let it go at that. It is soul-satisfyingly quiet and peaceful, yet we can be in a big town in an hour (Cleveland). I remain blackly pessimistic about the inevitability of war, and think this place will cushion the coming shock some little, at least. Of course, we don’t intend to vegetate here, but will wander afield as soon as we lick our financial wounds. […]

Yours,

Ed



[Brackett Postscript:]


Dear Ray:

All these movie and TV deals sound mighty interesting, and thanks for thinking of me. But right now, I dunno. Having worked like a beaver for over a year to get in here, I’m inclined to sit for a bit! Hollywood seems to me too uncertain a proposition these days, and besides, I have a mess of work lined up for this winter—an expansion of Starmen of Llyrdis for spring publication by Gnome Press, a Startling novel, and various other projects. More than enough to keep me busy! I figure to let Hollywood wait until such time as we get back out to the Coast for a spell—and I reckon Hollywood will stagger along!
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